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INTRODUCTION 

^ all Shakespeare’s plays, none 
presents a more formidable array 
' of difficulties to the student of 
his mind and art than this 

“tragical- comical- historical 
poem unlimited” of “Troilus and 
Cressida ”; and these difficulties 
are not invented by the critics. 
A simple reader, who approaches 
the play‘with no other desire 
than to hear a moving story well 
told, will .find himself stumbled 
before he reaches the end of it 
A st€^ acre is — one which had already, before Shake- 
gp ^ ^stune, been told by the great^t story-teller among 
|K>ets. But here it is not told firakly; it is 
W^ptW continually by the msinuations of hostUe 
and the narrator seems to speak with a mock- 
Bif vmce. Chaucer’s poem is a tale of love and fate. 
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of amiable and pitiful human frailty guntiing Itaetf 
a brief season, and broken by the wind adv^arstty. 
Shakespeare's play is a riddle, a two-ed^ed'satire km 
and politics, a carnival of doubt and denial, a romvaee 
of the charnel-house of life, where “cold hopes swarm 
like worms within the living clay.” He who in many of 
his plays ask% for sympathy for all his characters, hlife 
seems to ask for sympathy for n^ne. He stands aside, 
while the blended motives of human life—love, pride, 
ambition, loyalty — pass before him in review, and in 
each of them he finds something scandalous. Tha v^ 
spirit of criticism, which prompts men to stand aside, 
does not escape condemnation ; it is ennobled in Hamlet, 
it is made infinitely delightful in FalstafF; in Thersites 
it is exhibited as the spirit of the deformed cur. Th^ 
is none that doeth good, no, not one; and there is no 
day of judgment. 

It is worth while to examine more in detail the impres¬ 
sion that this play leaves upon the reader. The herome, 
Cressida, is a marvel among Shakespeare's creations—^a 
woman merely base. She is judged by the dispassionate 
Ulysses, 


“ Her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encdanterers, so glib of tongue^ 
lihat give a coasting welcome exe it comes. 
And wide unclasp the taldes of their thou^ta 
To ev^ tickling reader! set them down 
For slmish spoils of opportunity 
And daughters of the game.*’ 
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Hw Bx^ speedi awidceos in the memaxy 

und peirverted ^shoes tji the loved speech of 
JuUet But what in Juliet is simple modesty in Cressida 
is skilful acting. She ea^imds her own principle: — 

^ Men prise the thing ungaln'd more than It is; 

and, in a burst of candour, laments that she weakly 
<fe|»arted fix>m it :—§ 

Prithee, tarry; 

You men will never tarry. * 

O foolish Cressid! —I might have still held off, 

And then you would have tarried.'” 

iLike Juliet, she is troubled with foreboding apprehen- 
skms when she grants her love. But Juliet’s divinations 
are tragic:— 

** 1 have no joy of this contract to-night: 

It is too rash, too unadvis^, too sudden ; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Bre one can say it lightens.^ 

Cressida’s, equally true in forecast, are expressed in 
apnth^ key. “ What too curious dreg espies my sweet 
Wy.” says Troilus, “ in the fountain of our love ? ” And 
i^tnakes answer: More dre^ than water, if my fears 
have eyes,” When nothing but the dregs is left, she 
passes out of the play with a reflection on her own fickle 

Hud shallow desires:—. * 

M * ** O! then conclude, 

Hiiid% swayM by eyes, are full of turpitude; ^ 

Hud ^Biersites is at hand as epilogue to translate her last 
medi into hk own lewd dialect 
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The Greek and Trojan haroes are, most of them, lit 
enough gallants for Cressida. Achilles is a cowwi; he 
shirks a fair encounter with Hector, and when Hector 
is unarmed he sets on his henchmen to murder him., 
Agamemnon is a leader only in name, destitute of author^ 
ity and influence. Ajax is a “ valiant ignorance,” noii^ 
and witless a^d vain. Patroclus is apple-squire to 
Achilles. Nor are the Greeks thus degraded merely in 
order that the Trojans, the reputed ancestors of Western 
Christendom, may be exalted in comparison. Following 
his authorities, Shakespeare makes the Trojans b.*aver 
and more honourable than the Greeks. But the same 
poison works in both camps — love, love, nothing but 
love,” which is everywhere exhibited as a disordinate and 
disabling sensuality. The first words of Troilus strike 
the keynote: — 

“ Call hei’e ray varlet; I '*11 unarm again: 

Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 

That find such cruel battle here within ? ” • 

Paris is of a like mind. “ I would fain have armed to¬ 
day,” he says, when all the gallantry of Troy are afield, 
“but my sweet Nell T>^^uld not have it so.” Ach^es 
keeps his tent for a similar reason. It was natural and 
innocent enough for the mediaeval builders of the Trojan 
legend to give Achilles a lady-love in Polyxena, one of 
the daughters of King Priam. In the world of romance 
without love tiiere was no good fighting. But Shaken 
speare so transforms the old legend that the love of 
Achilles remains neither natural nor innocent The topo 
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i^ends his time in feasting and scurrility. He is easily 
<&ssuaded from battle: — 

My sweet Patrodus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A token from her daughter, my fair love, 

Both taxing me and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I4iave sworn. I will not^reak it: 

Fall, Greeks; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay ; 

My major vow lies here, this 111 ob4y. 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent; 

This night in banqueting must all be spent." 

As for the mortal Venus, the battle-gage of two 
continents, the divine Helen, she becomes in this play 
indistinguishable from an orange-wench of the Restora¬ 
tion. She is pert and vain; she suspects her lord, Paris, 
of an attachment to Cressida, and breaks jests upon him 
until her unseemly innuendoes are reproved by Pandarus. 
But perhaps the best measure of Shakespeare's disaffec¬ 
tion is to be found in the characters of Pandarus and 
Thersites. To these two, one in either camp, is entrusted 
the office of the Chorus. The business of criticism and 
counsel, so gently and excellently performed by the 
sweet-natured fooLs of many another play, has here fallen 
to the portion of a broker lackey and a cankered parasite. 
R is to be presumed that Pandarus and Thersites afforded 
oecasiems for the laughter which an Elizabethan audience 
was never content to for^;o. But there is no mirth in 
Ifaeir desolate ribaldry. Who can feel at home in Shake¬ 
speare's world when his very jesters turn cruel and bittor ? 

[xiii] 
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They are the daylight of the other plays; <jtheir presence 
keeps us in touch with humanity, so that when Mercutio 
dies, or when the Fool in “ King Lear ” “ goes to bed at 
noon,” the darkness falls with tropical swiftness. But 
the jesting in this play of “ Troilus and Cressida ” Js, 
from the first, the jesting of lost souls. 

If the temper of the play raises difficulties, so does iis 
structure, or lack of structure. Except “ Henry VIII.,” 
there is no play^ of Shakespeare’s put together more 
loosely and carelessly—and “ Henry VIII.” is not wholly 
Shakespeare’s, while “ Troilus and Cressida,” if a kpown 
voice be ever recognisable, is his from the first line to 
the last* Judged even by the standard of the romantic 
drama, which exacts only a unity of impression, the play 
is all confusion. The focus of interest is incessantly 
shifted, and the treachery of Cressida, if it be not the 
cause of the death of Hector, which might very well 
have happened without it, is the cause of nothing. The 
very semblance of tragedy is avoided, for Troilus is kept 
alive. The two motives of the play remain disparate, 
and their interaction is casually and indistinctly traced. 
If a single predominant moral must needs be found, it is 
the moral which has been expressed by the Lord Chan¬ 
cellor Bacon: “They do best who, if they cannot but 
admit love, yet make it keep quarter, and sever it wholly 
from their serious affairs and actions of life; for if it 
check once with business, it trouUeth men’s fortune^ 
and maketh mi^n that they can no ways be true to thw 
own «f)ds.” It would be difficult to find anoth^ pbee 
where Shakespeare’s philosophy of love comes down to^ 
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Bacon’s; and.ev^ this place of meeting, which is as 
good a rock as will ever be found for the site of the 
church of the Baconians, has, in their blind devotion to 
acrostics and abracadabras, been overlooked by that illit¬ 
erate and superstitious sect. 

These difficulties have troubled all critics of Shake- 
i^leare, and have given rise to many h 3 ^^eses and con¬ 
jectures. The editors of the Folio of 1628 seem to 
have been puzzled by the play, for jp their tripartite 
division of Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies, they place 
it be^veen the Histories and the Tragedies, leaving the 
reader to please himself. On the titlepage of the Quarto 
edition of 1609 it is called a History; in the preface it is 
alluded to as a Comedy. The suggestion has been made 
that the proprietors of the first Folio were imable to 
obtain the copjnight of “Troilus and Cressida” until 
the printing of the volume was almost complete, and 
that they interposed .it at the last moment, thereby 
breaking the scheme of pagination. But in any case, 
their difficulties are a forecast of the difficulties that 
have bewildered later generations, and the play remains 
unclassed. 

respectable company of critics have seen in it an 
attempt to depreciate ancient civilisation and the classi¬ 
cal enthusiasms of the Renaissance. But unfortunately 
for their argument, the parts of the play on which they 
base it are ffiund to have been borrowed, almost without 
from the authorities who gave Shakespeare his 
alory; Achilles is a coward already in the narrative of 
Giddo delle Colonne, the Sicilian lawyer whose arid 
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summary’ of the medieeval romance of Troy held undis¬ 
puted sway over the popular imagination for four centu¬ 
ries. This scripture was divulged in England, for the 
benefit of the men of Shakespeare’s time, in two princi¬ 
pal versions. The earlier to appear in print, and by far 
the more influential of the two, was Caxton’s “ Recueyell 
of the Historyps of Troye ” (1474), borrowed from Guido 
through the medium of the French version of Raoul le 
F^vre. This boQk had a steady vogue; it survived tlie 
disuse of black-letter, and was reprinted again and again, 
with surprisingly few alterations, down to the age of JPope, 
when, under the title of “ The Destructijcn of Troy,” it 
still furnished entertainment to those who made no pre¬ 
tensions to polite taste. In the middle of the sixteenth 
century its supremacy was challenged by an edition of 
Lydgate’s metrical version of Guido, — “ The Ancient 
Historic ... of the Warres betwixte the Grecians and 
the Troyans ... by John Lydgate” (1555). It is 
amusing to find that Robert Braham, who introduces 
Lydgate to the reader, claims that his author is the only 
true and sincere historian of Troy, and attacks Caxton’s 
fuller version of Guido as if it were an independ¬ 
ent authority. The ch&rges he brings against CaxtcHi, 
though they are expressed with the venom of a partisan, 
yet would have sonje colour of truth if they were 
brought against Caxton’s original. Caxton’s story, says 
Braham, is “a longe tedious and brayneles bablyng, 
tending to na ende, nor bavyng any certayne begyn- 
nynge; but proceadynge therm as an ydyot in his M- 

lye, that cannot make m ende tyll he be bjdden^*: 
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The huddled and disjointed monotony of Guido's work 
afflicted all his derivatives^ and supplied Shakespeaie 
with material that not even he could reduce to order 
or symmetry. 

From these two versions Shakespeare derived the bulk 
of his material. In them he found the names of the 
six gates of Troy, mentioned in the P^logue to the 
play, the names of the warriors on eitiier side, lan¬ 
guidly rehearsed by Agamemnon in A«t V., sc, v., ” the 
dreadPul Sagittaiy,” the visit of Hector to the Grecian 
camp^the cowardly assassination of Troilus by Achilles 
(where Shakespeare substitutes Hectoir for Troilus), and, 
in short, most of the incidents that make up the story 
of the play. He borrowed Thersites from Chapman, 
whose first instalment of the Iliad appeared in 1598. 
The love-story of Troilus, which in Guido’s “ Historia 
Trojana ” is a passing incident, slightly sketched, he got 
from Chaucer, who got it from Boccaccio, who got it 
from Benoit de Sainte-IVfore, who built it up on hints 
furnished by the traditions and forgeries of the Dark 
Ages. Chaucer, Caxton, Lydgate, Chapm^,—these 
wer% Ihe progenitors of Shakespeare’s “Troilus and 
Cressida,” after the flesh. Whence came the spirit which 
animates it, — a spirit so utterly, unlike anything to be 
found in the earlier treatments of*the legend? 

The occasion and circumstances of its production, if 
ttey were known to us, might give us help. The preface 
to die Quarto of 1609 speaks of it as “ a new play, never 
stided with the stage, never clapper-clawed with the 
of the vulgar,” or “ sullied with the smoky breatii 
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of the multitude/' But this may mean that it had not 
been acted on the public stage, and does not foihid us to 
suppose that it may have been produced at a private tiiea- 
tre or on some private or semi-private occasion, Und^ 
the date of 1602 “ the booke of Trodus and Cressida ” is 
entered in the Stationers’ Register to Mr. Roberts, who 
printed editions of “A Midsumpier Night’s Dream,” 
“ The Merchant of Venice,” and “ Hamlet ”; and this 
earlier date will be found to agree better with such evi¬ 
dence as may be drawn from the style of the play. If 
this date be accepted, a tempting h 3 rpothesis is offered 
us by those who maintain that we have here Shake¬ 
speare’s contribution to the War of the Stages, and 
that in his portraits of the Grecian heroes he satirised 
some of his contemporaries. But even this supposition, 
which does not admit of disproof, brings no clear light 
with it. Thersites may have been a recognisable carica¬ 
ture of Marston, but there is no general agreement an 
the identity of the other persons aimed at, and no, con¬ 
sistent theory has been advanced concerning Shake¬ 
speare’s share and motives in the fray. In any case, we 
must not, without overwhelming evidence, suppose ^at 
Shakespeare ever wrote a play which depend^ for its 
meaning and its merit chiefly on its ephemeral refo^nces 
and its satire on particular persons. The most interest¬ 
ing parts of Troilus and Cressida ” — the love-story and 
the political philosophy—are in no way elucidate by 
this ingenious 4heory. 

Internal evidence, as it is called, is at a great disad* 
vantage in Hiese dramatic and critical causes; the 
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viction that it produces is ganeraliy internal too, and < 
caimot be impaited to other minds. Yet where that 
conviction is strong, it may be stated without offence. 
The long and infinitely lal^rious investigation that has 
been givai, for more than a century now, to the chronol¬ 
ogy of Shakespeare^s plays has at least established this 
conclusion, that play^ produced about th^same time foe- 
quimtly echo one another in device, in imagery, in metre, 
in turn of phrase; and that such echoes between plays 
lying far apart in time are both thin and rare. If 
Tr^us and Cressida ” be read by one who listens for 
tiiiese echoes, it will be found that large parts of the 
drama display Shakespeare's earlier manner; and, in par¬ 
ticular, that most of the scenes belonging to the love- 
story are haunted by reminiscences of the Comedies and 
“Romeo and Juliet.” It is difficult to give instances 
without doing injustice to the argument, for the likeness 
is recognisable not so much in any startling coincidence 
as in a thousand turns of phrase and tricks of manner. 
The conceits of Shakespeare's earlier manner abound; 

for instance: — 

>.. 

“ I have (as when the sun doth light a stom) 

Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile.” (I. i.) 

“ Helen must needs be fair. 

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.” (I. i.) 

; Tlie use of rhyming couplets and the clink of word- 
are frequent throughout these scenes; as here: — 
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“ That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue: ^ (L ii.) 


or here: — 

“ O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right! ” (III. ii.) 


This repetition of a word is habitual in Shakespeares 
earlier plays, even to the peril of sense, as where Biron, 
in “ Love’s Labour’s Lost,” delivers himself thus:— 

** Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile.*” 

Again, the figures of speech and the dramatic devices 
which are employed in these same scenes find their parallel 
nowhere but in the Comedies. When Troilus exclaims 

(Li.)- 

“ Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 

Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl: 

Between our Ilium and where she resides, 

Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood, 

Ourself the merchant;" — 


we are reminded of Belmont and the wooing of Po^rtia, 
When Pandarus says (I. ii.), “I think his smiling be* 
comes him better thiui any man in all Phrygia,” we 
think of Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. When he ^rther re¬ 
marks of Troilus, “ He will weep you an’t were a man 
bom in April,” we think of Bottom the Weaver. 

The dramatie situations of the Comedies are here re¬ 
peated. When .^neas comes as ambassador to the 
^ Grecian camp (1. iii.) the ironical conversation that he 
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with Agamemnon is curiously reminiscent of toe 
6rst interview between Viola and OUm in “Tw^ 
Niitot.” By as strange a juxtaposition the mocking 
q»eech of Ulysses in praise of Ajax (II. iii.) — 


“Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that ^ve thee suck. 

recalls Katharine’s dutiful prwse of old VincOTtio in 
« The Taming of the Shrew.” But the ftearest affinity is 
with " Romeo and JuUet” Troilus, languishing for love 
of his fcdy (I. i.), speaks of « her hand, in whose compan- 
scHi all vtoites are ink,” just m Romeo spej^ of “ toe 
white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand.” “ O Cressida, he 
says again (IV. ii.), 


“but that the busy day, 

Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee.” 


Cressida’s casuistical wit concerning the giving and 
fallring of kisses (IV. v.) recalls the first conversation of 
Ronwsowith Juliet Pandarus, who is very urfike the 
ganial dderly phUosopher and man of the world descnbed 
by Chaucer, is very like Juliet’s Nurse. He hw the same 
lanre vrdubility and irrelevance of speech. His phra^s 
lire sMnetones almost identical with hers. O a imra^ e 
man!” he says, praising Troilus to Cressida. ans 
Pam is dirt to him ” (I. ii.). “ O, he’s a lovely gent^ 

man,” says the Nurse of another Paris, “ Romeo s a dish- 
to himand she goes on, like Pandarus, to compare 
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the subject of her discourse to an eagle. ‘*A goodljr 
medicine for mine aching bones! ” says Pandanis (V. xi) 
at the close of the play. Is this the poultice fbr my 
aching bones?” says the Nurse. But ^ese are tridea 
No one, in whose ears the cadences of ** Romeo and 
Juliet ” are still ringing, can listen to the speech of 
dams withort innumerable reminiscences, now of the 
Nurse, now of Friar Laurence. On the whole, the char^ 
acter of Pandams is less adequately conceived and less 
firmly drawn than that of the Nurse. 

Nevertheless, it cannot be allowed for an instant that 
the play, as a whole, is one of Shakespeare’s early plays. 
There are in it echoes also of the great tragedies. One 
passage — Thersites* description of Ajax (III. iiL), “He 
is grown a very land fish, languageless, a monster” — 
has often been pointed to as the germ of the concep¬ 
tion of Caliban. Thersites’ abuse of Patroclus (V. i.) — 
“ Thou idle immaterial skein of sleave-silk, thou green 
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal’s 
. purse, thou! Ah, how the poor world is pestered with 
such water-flies; ” — recalls Kent’s rich vein of invective 
in “ King Lear ” and Hamlet’s ccmtempt for young 
There are other remnwicrs of “ Hamlet,” — as where 1^- 
lus, asked by Pandams what he is reading, replies (V. iiih 
“ Words, words, mere words ”; or where, after witn^ring 
the perfidy of Cressida, he stands transfixed to tb^ spol, 
and arg^ies with Ulysses after the very manner of tiie 
Danish prince (V. iL). “What hath ^e done, praicei 
that can soil our mothers ? ** asks Ulysses, who hai not 
fdlowed the quick train of thou^t in Troilus i andhe li 

[mi] 




INTRODUCTION 

aisswei^ with all the abrupt irony of Hamlet, Noth¬ 
ing at all, unless that this were she.” There are many 
near resemblances to “ King Lear,” scnne to “ Macbeth,” 
and, most telling of all, there is evidence in the play of 
Shakespeare’s reading of Plutarch. In some of the 
scenes in the Grecian camp there is the condensed, highly 
figured rhetoric and th^ packed wealth of thought that 
(fistinguish Shakespeare’s later manner. So that in this 
play work that bears aU the marks of youth alternates 
with work that is indisputably mature. 

The kx>se structure of the play makes it easy to believe 
that it does in fact combine the work of two periods, and 
that when he wrote it Shakespeare used up parts of an 
earlier play of his own, which he had discontinued and 
laid aside. We pass here into the region of speculation; 
and with good excuse. There is no explanation of 
« Troilus and Cressida ” that holds the field; no satisfac> 
tory account of its place in the file of Shakespeare’s 
works. In the absence of any plausible demonstration 
of what was, it is legitimate to set forth what may have 
been. If Shakespeare, during the early years of his 
dramftic activity, was seeking for a love-story whereon 
to found a play, the best-known and most obvious of love- 
stcmes was the story of “ Troilus and .Cressida.” During 
whole of the sixteenth century itaajoyed a popularity 
which threatened sometimes to cast even the “ Canter¬ 
bury Tales ” into the shade# In the reign of Henry VIII. 
it was the favourite reading of the yoimger sort of 
Sir Thomas Elyot’s dii^gue called ** PasquU 
ti^ Pbyne ” (15S8) introduces Gnatho, the flatterer, who 

[xxiiil 


4 




TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


carries in his hand a copy of the New Testament, but has 
**Troilus and Cressida” concealed in his bosom. Allu¬ 
sions to the two lovers are everywhere to ^ found in the 
verses of those “rhyming mother-wits” who preceded 
Spenser and Marlowe. The names of Troilus and 
Cressida, like that of their go-between, were in a |air 
way to become common nouns. % Greorge Turbervile, in 
a poem addressed to his lady visiting London, examples 
this. He invokes the town: — 

“ Yeelde me a good accK>mpt 
Of hir that is my joie, 

And send hir to hir Troylus 
That longs for hir in Troie." 

If we had no specific evidence we stiU could not doubt 
that Shakespeare very early read the story. But indeed 
he alludes to it more than once. “ I would play Lord 
Pandarus of Phrygia, sir,” says the Clown in “ Twelfth 
Night ” as he eyes the coin that Viola has just given him, 
“to bring a Troilus to this Cressida.” The passage in 
“ The Merchant of Venice ” is a more direct reminiscence 
of Chaucer: — 

“ In such a. night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls 
And sigh'd his soul toward the Gh^an tents, 

Where Cressicf lay that night." 

There is nothing extravagant In the supposition tbit 
before he toob^up with Arthur Brooke’s story of Bmueo 
and Juliet, Sh^espeare had tried his prentice hand w 
this more popular theme; and it is easy to find h^ 
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dozm reasons v^hy he should have abandoned it in favour 
cf a udiole-hearted rommice. The story l^ds itself too 
^isily to the purposes of the cynic. It compels even 
Chaucer, whose heart is with the lovers, and who strug¬ 
gles throughout wil^ the intractable moral imposed on 
hiyi by his material, to blaspheme his own sympathies 
in the concluding verses of his tale. * 

But in 1602 and later Shakespeare’s attitude had 
changed. It is needless to raise the Veil-worn ques¬ 
tion concerning the influences and causes that found 
the aifthor of “ Twelfth Night ” and made him into the 
author of “ Hamlet There is a present-day tendency— 
anti-sentimental, and so far laudable — to regard Shake¬ 
speare as a tradesman of genius, and to account for the 
differences between one play and another by the fluctu¬ 
ating fashions of the theatrical market that he supplied. 
But this view, besides compelling us to assume that 
fpr some eight or ten years the public would take noth¬ 
ing from Shakespeare but heart-rending woes, makes non¬ 
sense of poetry, which gains followers in every age only 
by tempting them with opportunities for self-expression. 
Whether the events which darken^ the world for Shake¬ 
speare were events that a law-court could take cognisance 
of, or a registrar could record, we do not know. We do 
know that the world was darkened for him. This is 
no question of the difference between tragedy and com¬ 
edy; a comedy may be bitter, and a tragedy sweet. 
"Romeo and Juliet” is a tragedy; “Measure for Meas- 
a comedy. And “Romeo and Juliet” is full of 
Sh&espeare’s irony. How stupid a series of blunders it 
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is that brings the lovers to their tomb 1 How ahadowy 
and trivial the feuds of the Montagues and Capulets 
appear against the luminous heaven of this great passion ! 
But in “Troilus and Cressida” the moral is reversed- 
It is politics that matter now; and politics are a dis¬ 
appointment In place of the heavy stage fathers apd 
worldly mothers whose insensibility to the true issue 
thwarts the smooth course of things, we have the lovers 
themselves, bluu^ by their passion, and the ** heroes,” 
blinded by their vanity. 

In the speeches of Ulysses, Shakespeare’s p«*litical 
creed finds utterance. If the famous speech in defence 
of “degree, priority, and place ” (I. iii.) be not an expres¬ 
sion of that creed, it is impossible to know where to look 
for any trace of it. In tbis respect Shakespeare was a 
man of his time, of the sixteenth century, and of Tudor, 
England. His political sympathies, like those of Chaucer 
before him and Johnson after him, were aristocratic. He 
believed, with Chaucer’s Parson, that “the commune 
profit might nat han be kept, ne pees and reste in erthe, 
but if God hadde ordayned that somme men hadde hyor 
degree and som men lower.” No other doctrii^, it 
might almost be said, was tenable in the reign of Elka- 
be^. After centuries of degradation and distraction 
from internal feuds, England had at last att^ed to peace 
and renown under a strong monarchy. The English^ 
historical plays are a striking evidence, if evidence were 
needed, of tte deep impress left on the popular imsiffsm* 
tion by the misSries of the Wars of the Roses. Towaeds 

the end of the reign of Elizabeth, a recurrence of thase 
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—win— '. * .. — .I' .1 1 . -i--i — III ... 

from a disputed succession seemed likely. The 
fervent speech of the Bishop of Carlisle in ^^Richaxd II.” 

“ 0» if you rear this house against this house. 

It will the woefullest division prove 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth; — 

f • 

when it was spoken on the boards of the Elizabethan 
stage, was something more than an aeademic declama¬ 
tion. It was applauded by men who saw in it an allu¬ 
sion ta the future as well as to the past. There was no 
footh(dd in England for the practical doctrines of democ¬ 
racy, which were held, in actual life.as in Shakespeare’s 
plays, chiefly by pedants and rebels. Some scholars 
dremned in their studies of a restoration of ancient re¬ 
publican forms. But Shakespeare, not being scholar 
enough to seek guidance from the ancients, habitually 
reads Roman history by the light of English politics. 
And the reflections of Ulysses on the nature of political 
reputation and the fickleness of popular applause have 
all the sincerity of experience. Who should know the 
wea^esses of the people if not a theatrical manager? 
Moreover, Shakespeare, by his association with South¬ 
hampton, and perhaps with Essex,^ had been brought 
very close to the political troubles of Elizabeth’s last 
'^j^ears. 

The note of sincerity and passion which marks the 
uttexance of Ulysses is heard again in the anguish of 
l^mlus. If the purpose of the play be indeed ironical 
and satirical, here it breaks down. The dramatist was 

£ 3unrii 1 
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too full of the milk of human kindness to pass cold sen¬ 
tences of damnation on all his creatures. The defeated 
love of Troilus touched him too near. It is the weak¬ 
ness and the strength of Shakespeare as a dramatist that 
his plots are often sacrificed to his characters. His pqp- 
pets come alive, and assume control. If, in his haste, 
he chose an iconical conception a$ the framework of liis 
play, he could not, like the bloodless wits and fierce mis¬ 
anthropes, cany«it out consistently and relentlessly to the 
end. The love of Troilus, an^ywhere but in this play, 
would be matter for tragedy. He is as true a lover as 
any of Shakespeare*s making, and when the gibes of 
Thersites have faded from the memory, there still rings 
in the ears of the reader the pathos of that farewell, that 
plea of Love against the felon Time, who 

“ Scants us with a single famished kiss, 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears.” 

Walter Raijeigh. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS* 


Ihi 


his sons. 


Fbiah, lung of Troy. 

Hsctob, 

Tboilub* 

Pabis, 

Dsiphobtjs, 

Helenus, J 
MABGABELoN»/t bastard son of Priam^ 

S^Tob. I ^mmaaders. 

Calcras, a Trojab priests taking part with the Greeks. 
Pandarus» uncle to Cressida. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian general. 

Menelaus, his brother. 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Nesto^* ^Grecian commanders. 

Diomedeb, 

Patboclus,J 

Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 
Alexander, servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus. 

Servant to Paris. 

Servant to Diomedes. 


Helen, wife to Menelaus. 

Andromache, wife to Hebtor. 

Cassandra, daughter to Priam; a prophetess. 
Cressida, daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and*Greek Soldiery, and Attendants. 

Scene : Tro^, and the Grecian camp 


1 Two quartos of this piece appeared in 1000, one witti a fantastic prdhoe bf 
the publisher, but <%erwiae with idaitiGal teads. The FoBo of 108S Varies |i«a% 
frmn the Quartos, mostly for the worse. 7be Quaitos have no diriakm ihto Acts at 
Scenes. The Foi^hasoxdy the preliminaiy heading'* Actus Primus. SooeanPikiia.** 
Rowe first divided fite iday into acts and scenes, and gave a hat of tiw Dnana t i a 
Forsonee with an UMfication cd the "Scene." 



THE PROLOGUE 


N TROY THERE LIES THE 
scene. From isles of Greece 
The princes orgulous, their high 
blood chafed. 

Have to the port of Athens sent 
their ships. 

Fraught with the ministers and 
instruments 

Of cruel war; sixty and nine, 
that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the 
Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and 
their vow is made 
To ransack Troy, within whose .strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen. 

Tbs Pboloous In Troy of toar] Tite Prologue only appears in the 

F<dio. It is omitted from Quartos. It b probably by another 
hand Hian SbakespeimV 

%4irguUm»i protid, hau^ty; an archaic usage from the Fr«ich 
'“oittUfiilleur.” 
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With wanton Paris sleeps; and that’s the quaird. lo 
To Tenedos they come; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan plains 
The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions: Priam’s six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons*of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, so 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard: and hither am 1 come 
A prologue arm’d, but not in confidence 

6 croivneis] coronets. Cf. Hamids V, i, 4: “crowner” (for “coroner**). 

8 immures^ fortified walls ; rare as a noun, although commcm as a verb. 

13 fraughU^e] freightage, caigo. 

15-17 PriairCa aix^gated dty . . . Antenoridea] These names of Troy’s 
gates correspond with the medieval tradition, as recorded in Lydgate's 
Troy book and Caxton's RecuyeU of Troy. 

18 oorreaponaive and fulfilling] close fitting and well fastening. 

19 Sperr up] Bar in; Theobald's correction of the original reading Stirre 

up. To sperr, i. e., bar, the gate was a common Elisabethan 
expression. t ^ 

SS Seta aU on hassard] Exposes everything to risks of battle. 

23-25 A pndogue arm*d . . . argument] Apparently a hit at the “armed 
prologue** whi<di introduced Jonson's polemical Poetaaler, 1002. J(hi- 
son*s “prcdogue** explained that he bore arms to protect himself 
against “base detractors and illiterate apes,** i.e., the fellow dramatists 
and actors with whom he was at fierce feud at the time. Here the 
“prologue,** by '^fay of peaceful contrast, justifies his bemg aimed 
from no vain^ory on the part of author or actor, but because he has 
to introduce warlike topics. 
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Of author’s pen or actor’s voice, but suited 
In like conditions our argument. 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils, 
Beginning in the middle; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are: 

Now good or bad, ’tis but the chance of war. 


27 vaufd\ van, vanguard. 






ACT FIR^T —SCENE I —TROY 

BEFOBE PRIAM^S PALACE 
Enter Pandabus and Tboilus 

TboiIus 

LL HERE MY VARLET; 
I’ll unarm again: 

Why should I war without the 
walls of Troy, 

That find such cruel battle here 
within ? 

Each Trojan that is master of 
his heart, 

Let him to field; Troilus, alas, 
hath none! 

. Pan, \yill this gear ne’er be 
mended ? 

Tro. The, Greeks are strong 
and skilful it> their strength, 

Piei^ .to their skill and to their fierceness valiant, 

♦ ' 

But I am weaker than a woman’s tear. 



1 ofdeily, serrtaA, valdt. 

5 Tlus is pioitoiiiioed tlirougliout tlie plsj a dis* 

. settable. 
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Tamer than sleep, fonder Ilian ignorance, lo 

Less vAiiant than the virgin in the night. 

And skilless as unpractis^ infancy. 

Pan.. Well, I have told you enough of this: for my 
part. I’ll not meddle nor make no farther. He that 
will have a cake out of the wheat must needs tarry the 
grinding. , , 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the < grinding; but you must tarry the 
bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? « 

Pan. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the 
leavening. si 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening; but here’s yet in the word 
“hereafter,” the kneading, the making of the cake, the 
heating of the oven, and the baking; nay, you must stay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e’er she be, 

Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 

At Priam’s royal table do I sit; 

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — so 
So, traitor!—“When she comes! ”—When is she then^ ? 


6 geaT\ business. 

7 to their 8tTmglK\ in addition to. So** totbeb 8ki]l'*and **totbeirfieiee- 

ness** in line 8. 

10 fonder] more foolish. 

14 not meddle nor mah] proverbial for **keeping dear of** a thing. 

20 the boUingi] the dfting. 

28 hieneh at sufferance] flinch from suifmng (pain). 

SI Sot traUorl -^**When she comesl**] Thus Rowe. The oid ediUims 
read Aen the oomee for When she comes, and punctuate eonfusedly. 

£8] 
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Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever I 
saw her look, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee; — when my heart, 

As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain. 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have, as when the sun doth light a storm, 

*Buried this sigh in jvrinkle of a smile: ^ 

But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness, 

Is like that mirth fate turns to sudd<«n sadness. 40 

Fan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen’s — well, go to — there were no more comparison 
between the women; but, for my part, she is my kins¬ 
woman ; I would not, as they term it, praise her: but I 
would somebody had heard her talk yesterday, as 1 did. 

I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra’s wit, but — 
Tro. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 

Reply not in how many fathoms d^ep 

They lie indrench’d. I tell thee, I am mad so 

In Cressid’s love; thou answer’st “she is fair;” 

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice, 

I&ndlest in thy discourse, 0,4hat her hand. 

In whose comparison all whites are ink 
Writing their own reproach, to whose soft seizure 
The cygnet’s down is harsh, an(f spirit of sense 

57 a dorm\ Bow«*« oonecUoa of the unintelligible a scome and orscorm of 
the old oof^. 

54 O, UuA her hand] Oh, Uiat hand of ben. 

56 Ut whMe eoft seizure] compared with whose soft dasp or touch. 

57-68 epirii of emm . . . fintghman] the power of sensibility (in other 

[9] 
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Hard as the palm of ploughman: this thou tell’st me. 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say 1 love her; 

But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, ao 

Thou lay’st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou <^ost not speak so mpch. 

Pan. Faith, 1 ’ll not meddle in’t. Let her be as she 
is: if she be fair, ’,t is the better for her; an she be not, 
she has the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus, how now, Pandarus! . 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travail; ill-thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you: gone between and 
between, but small thanks for my labour. 7i 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with 
me? 

Pan. Because she’s kin to me, therefore she’s not so 
fair as Helen: an she were not kin to me, she would be 
as fair on Friday as Helen is on Sunday. But what care 
I ? I care not an she were a black-a-moor; ’t is all one 
to me. 


people’s hand), compared nfith Cressida’s, is hard as the palm of a 
ploughman. **Spirit of erase” is repeated III, iii, 106, infra: **that 
most pure spirit o/ sense (sc. of the eye).” 

67 she has ihs mends m her <Aon hands] a proverbial phrase. The remedy 
lies at hex own disposal. She may improve her complexion by using 
cosmetics. 

70-71 ^one between and ieticeen] played the go-between over and over 
again. Cf. Ill, iC^I97, infra: **goer between.” 

75 os fair ... on Rtmdoy] as fair on the fast day (whra shabby dothcii 
are worn), aa Beka is on a Sunday (when people dress their best). 

[10] 
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T»o. §ay I she is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She’s a 
fool to stay behind her father; let her to the Greeks; 
and so 1*11 tell her the next lime I see her: for my part, 
1*11 meddle nor make no more i’ the matter. 8C 

Tro. Pandarus,— 

Pan. Not I. ^ * 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to nje: I will leave 
all as I found it, and there an end. [Exit. An alarum. 
Trq, Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude 
sounds! 

Fools on both sides! Helen must needs be fair. 

When with your blood you daily paint her thus. «o 
I cannot fight upon this argument; 

It is too starved a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plague me! 

I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar; 

And he *s as tetchy to be woo’d to woo 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love. 

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we. 

Her %ed is India; there she lies, ^ pearl: 

Between our Ilium and where she resides, loo 

80 krr faiker[ Calchas, the Trojan priest, who, b^g sent by Priam to con- 
siilt the Grade at Delphi, joined the Greeks at the divine command. 

09 to be woo*dJ ilhtempered, peevish, on being wooed. 

97 ApaUtf . . . Da‘pkne*s love] The story of Apollo*8 courtship of Daphne 
is told in Ovid's MeUm., I, iUft eeq, Cf. T. of SkreWy Indudiony II, 
50-58. 

100 lUum] It m dear that whmever Shakespeare employs the form 

[ 11 ] 
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Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood. 

Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter ^Enisas 

Mne. How now, Prince Troilus! wherefore not 
afield? 

Tro. Because not there: this woman’s answer sorts. 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, iEneas, from the field to-day ? 

-^NE. That Paris is returned home, and hurt 
Tro. By whom, JBneas? 

-^ne. Troilus, by Menelaus. c 

Tro. Let Paris bleed: ’t is but a scar to scorn; no 
Paris is gored with Menelaus’ horn. [Akarvm, 

^Ene. Hark, what good sport is out of town to-day! 
Tro. Better at home, if “would I might” were 
may. 

But to the sport abroad: are you bound thither ? 

^Ene. In all swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

[Exeunt, 

, , t 

“Ilhim*’ he designates Priam's royal palace (cf. I, ii, 4S, infm) in 
agreement with his medieval authorities. Elsewhere, 11. ii. lOS, and 
V, viii, 11, w/m, Sl^espeare uses the form “Hion,” by which he 
seems to mean, though the point is uncertain, Troy itself, in aoo<»d> 
ance with classical usage. ^ 

105 eorte] fits, harmonises. , 

110 a scar to eoom}^ scar to be scorned. 

111 Menelaua* hom] a reference to the belief that horns sprouted ft ww M 
the foraheiuds of husbands whose wives were unfaithful. 

[ 1 *] 
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SCENE n —THE SAME 
A STREET 

Enter Cbbbsida and Alexakdeb her man 

Cres. Who were thcfse went by ? • 

Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

Cres. And whither go they ? • 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower. 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale. 

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is as a virtue fix’d, to-day was moved: 

He chid Andromache and struck his armourer; 

And, like as there were husbandry in war. 

Before the sun rose he was harness’d light. 

And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector’s wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex. The noise goes, this: there is among the 
^ Greeks 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew tb Hector; 

They call him Ajax. 


S eonstant or inberait, not variaUe nor accidental. 

7 IUb§ Of . . . kuahandry in var] as if there were need of economy (of 
tnae and energy) m warfare. 

S nimbly, <mi(^y. No reference is intoided to the weight of the 
amour. 

15^4 A ML e/ Uood « . . Ayoar] Ajax’s mother, Priam’s sistor, 

[i«] 
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Cbes. Good; and what of him ? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se, w 

And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men, unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of 
their particular additions; he as valiant as the lion, 
churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant: a man into 
whom nature b&th so crowded humours that his valour 
is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with discretion; 
there is no man hath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse 
of, nor any man an attaint but he carries some stain of 
it: he is melancholy without cause and merry against the o 
hair: he hath the joints of every thing; but every,thing 
so out of joint that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands 
and no use, or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

was a Trojan, and was Hector's first cousin. Cf. II, i, 12, H, ii, 77, 
and IV, V, 120 seq.t infra. “Nephew” may be used for “kina* 
man” like the Latin “nepos.” 

15 a very man per a man unique, peerless, sui generis. The phrase 
is often written “A per se” (i. the letter A by itself), which is 
sometimes corrupted into “apersey.” 

20 particular oddirions] particular qualities, titles to merit, or attoibutes. 
22-23 his valour . . . bis valour is so mixed up with folly mat the . 

two are indistinguishable from one another in the mass. 

26-27 against the hair\ against the grain, unseasonably, like the French 
“A contrepoU.” ^ 

27 the joints of every thing] the limbs of every kind of being. 

28 Briareus] the hundred*handed monster of classical mythol<^. He HI ^ 

mentioned by Shakespeare nowhere else. Cf. “centumgeminua Biia* 
reus”: Virglff ifinrid, VI, 287. 

29 Argus] the hundred-eyed monster of dassical mythdogy. Cf. Ovid’s 

Metam.t 1,625. “Centum luminibus cinctum caput A^gus habebah* 

[14] 
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Ores. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? si 

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector in the 
battle and struck him down, the disdain and shame 
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and waking. 

Enter Pandarus 

Cres. Who comes hWe? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus^ 

Cres. Hector ’s a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan.* What’s that ? what’s that ? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 40 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid: what do you 
talk of? Good morrow, Alexander. How do you, 
cousin ? When were you at Ilium ? 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ? Was 
Hector armed and gone ere you came to Ilium ? Helen 
was not up, was she ? 

Cres. Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’en so: Hector was stirring early. 

Cbss. That were we talking of,,and of his anger. so 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres. So he says here. 

Pan*^ True, he was so; I know th^ cause too; he ’ll 
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that: and there’s 
Tityilus will not come far behind him; let them take 
heed of Troilus, I can tell them that too. 

9ft eopecQ met, encountered. 

48 See note on I, i, 100, sujnu. 
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Cres. What, is he ang]^ too r 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man of &e 
two. 

Cres. O Jupiter! thereno comparison. w 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do 
you know a man if you see him ? 

Cres. Ay^, if I ever saw him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then^you say as I say; for, I am sure, he is 
not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some (tegrees. 

Cres. *T is just to each of them; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself! Alas, poor Troilus! I would he « 
were. 

Cres. So he is. to 

Pan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself! no, he*s not himself: would a* were 
himself! Well, the gods are above; time must friend 
or end: well, Troilus, well, I would my heart were 
in her body! No, Hector is not a better man than 
Troilus. ^ 

Cres. Excuse me.« 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon ipe, pardon me. 

Pan. Th’ other’s not come to’t; you shdl tell nfe 

71 Condition . . ^i^India] On the condition tiiat he were'^hiiiiie}f,lwiflild 
have walked barefoot to India — an impossible feat Pimdiaaia 
means that by no possibility could he admit that TtoSua was ll a 
normal state. 
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another tale, when th’ other’s come to’t. Hector shall 
not have his wit this year. se 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Ores. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres. ’T would no^become him; his ojyn *s better. 
Pan. You have no judgement, niece: Helen herself 
swore th* other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour — 
for so *t is, I must confess, — not brown neither, — »o 
Crus. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She praised his complexion above Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much: if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his; he 
having colour enough, and the other higher, is too flam¬ 
ing a praise for a good complexion. I had as lief Helen’s 
golden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper 
nose. 101 

I^N. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him better 
than Paris. 

Cres. Then she’s a meriy Gre^k indeed. 

SS kU vnl] TroHus* sense; Rowe's correction of the old reading will. 

89 a 6rown/aixmr] a brown complexion. 

98-09 . . . higher] mine cobured. 

A copper wm] a red nose, from drink or disease. 

194 A merrg CFresl] a coaunon phrase for a lively person, usually ** a jdly 
Wlow.** a. IV, iv, 58. infra. 

• [17] 
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Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him th’ 
other day into the compassed window, — and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin, — 
Cres. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may soon bring 
his particulars therein to a total. i09 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he, within 
three pound,^ lift as much as his Jbrother Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man and so old a lifter? 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him: she 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin, — 
Cres. Juno have mercy! how came it cloven £ 

Pan. Why, you know, ’t is dimpled: I think his smil¬ 
ing becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia. 
Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an *t were a cloud in autumn. i*o 

Pan. Why, go to, then: but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus, — 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you’ll prove 
it so. 

Pan. Troilus! why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. 

Cres. If you love a?ji addle egg as well as you lovfe an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i’ the shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin; indeed, she has a marvellous white 
hand, I must needs confess, — isi 

106 eom'pcused mniow] round or bow^window. CL T. of Shmo^ TV, in, 
1S6: **compas8ed cape.** 

112 lif^] thief; **lift** in this sense survives in **shop4i/fifi^.** 

120 a oloud in autumn] a signal of rain. 
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Cres. Without the j^k. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair or 
his chin. 

Cbeb. Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But there was such laughing! Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o’er. 

Cres. With mill-stQnes. ^ 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes: did her eyes run o’er too ? I4i 

Pah And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on 
Troilus’ chin. 

Cres. An ’t had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair as at his 
pretty answer. 

Cres. What was his ajiswer? 150 

Pan. Quoth she, “Here *s but two and fifty hairs on 
your chin, and one of them is white.” 

Cres. This is her question. 

PJts, That’s true; make no qtyestion of that. “Two 
and fifty hairs,” quoth he, “and one white: that white 
hair is my father, and all the rest are his sons.” 
Jupiter!” quoth she, “which of the*se hairs is Paris my 

187'-138 her eyes rdn o*er With miU-sUmes] a common expression for hard- 
heartednees. Cf. Rich. ///, I, Hi, S54: *'Your eyes drop ihilt- 
stones** and note. 

151, 154 two and fifty] Thus the early editions, which Theobald changed 
to one and fifty, fifty being the tr^donal number of Priam’s sons. 
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husband?” “The forked one,” quoth he, “pluck’t 
out, and give it him.” But there was such laughing 1 
and Helen so blushed, and Paris so chafed, and all £e 
rest so laughed, that it passed. m 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Weli, cousin, I told yqu a thing yesterday; 
think on’t. 

Cres. So I do. 

Pan. I ’ll be sworn’t is true; he will weep you, an 
’twere a man bom in April. ^ 

Cres. And I ’ll spring up in his tears, an’t were a 
nettle against May. [A retreat sounded. 170,, 

Pan. Hark! they are coming from the field: shall we 
stand up here, and see them as they pass toward Ilium ? 
good niece, do, sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place; here we 
may see most bravely: I’ll tell you them all by their 
names as they pass by; but mark Troilus above the rest. 

iENEAB passes 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That’s iEneas: is not that a brave man? he’s 


IfiS The forked otm] An allusion to Uw foriced homa associated wiUi Uie 
deceived huidiand's brow. 

161 it passed^ it appeased ever 3 rthing, went to immoderate lim^ 
Cros^a in the next line puns on the wmxl in its ordinaiy senie. 
167-168 on *t were a man] as if he were a man. 

170 against Mag] at the approach d May. 
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one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you: but mark 
Troilus; you shall see anon, i8i 

Cbes, Who’s that? , 

Antenob passes 

Pan. That’s Antenor: he has a shrewd wit, I can 
tell you; and he’s a man good enough: he’s one o’ the 
soundest judgements in Troy, whosoever* and a proper 
man of person. When comes Troilus ? I ’ll show you 
Troilus anon: if he see me, you shall see him nod at me. 
Cb|b. Will he give you the nod ? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more. 190 

Hector passes 

Pan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you, that; 
there *s a fellow! Go thy way. Hector! There’s a 
brave man, niece. O brave Hector! Look how he 
looks! there’s a countenance! is *t not a brave man ? 
Cres. O, a brave man! 

Pan. Is a’ not? it does a man’s heart good. Look 
you what hacks are on his helmet! look you yonder, do 
yoif see? look you there: there’s no jesting; there’s 

183 he has a shrewd wi£[ Lydgate in his Troy-book seems to be the only 
authority which gives Author the distin^ve character of a wit. 

18^186 a proper man of person] a man of coAely person. 
lS8-<-iaO Will he give you the nodf . . . have more] The word *‘nod” 
■uggests to Cxessida die slang word “noddy,” i. e., simpleton, and 
Uiat if TroQus give Pandarus a nod (i. e., a fool's tokim), 
Fandanta will reoeive a new supply of stupidity, in which he was 
tich before. Steevens doubtfully suggests that “give thf nod” was 
a technical tern in a game of cards called “noddy.” 
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laying on, take’t off who will, as they say: there be 
hacks! soo 

Ores. Be those with swords ? 

Pan. Swords! any thing, he cares not; an the devil 
come to him, it’s all one: by God’s lid, it does one’s 
heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris. 

* Paris jxisaea^^ 

Look ye yonderniece; is’t not a gallant man too, is’t 
not ? Why, this is brave now. Who said he came hurt 
home to-day ? he’s not hurt: why, this will do Ifelen’s 
heart good now, ha! Would I could see Troilus now! 
you shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres. Who’s that? 210 

Helenub 'passes 

Pan. That’s Helenus: I marvel where Troilus is. 
That’s Helenus. I think he went not forth to-day. 
That’s Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus! no; yes, he’ll fight indifferent well. 

I marvel where Troilus is. Hark I do you not hear the 
people cry “Troilus”?^ Helenus is a priest. * 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

V Troilus parses 

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Deiphobus. ’Tis 
Troilus! there’s a man, niece! Hem! Brave Troilus! 
the prince of chivaliy! Ssi 


203 hy Ood^s by G^*8 eydid; a proverl^ oalh. 
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Ores. Peace, for shame, peace \ 

Pan. Mark him; note him. O brave Troilus! Look 
well upon him, niece; look you how his sword is blood¬ 
ied, and his helm more hacked than Hector’s; and how 
he looks, and how he goes! O admirable youth! he 
never saw three-and-twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, go 
thy way! Had I a sister were a grace, or a daughter a 
goddess, he should take his choice. O admirable man! 
Paris ? Paris is dirt to him; and, I w|irrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. asi 

* Common Soldiers pass 

Cres. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran! porridge after meat! I could live and die i’ the 
eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look; the eagles are 
gone: crows and daws, crows and daws! I had rather 
be such a man as Troilus than Agamemnon and all 
Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better 
man than Troilus. ^ 

Achilles! a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well! Why, have you any discretion? 
have you any eyes ? do you know what a man is ? Is 
n^t birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, 
teaming, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such 
like, the spice and salt that season a man P 

eSl an eye] Thus the Quarto. The Folios read money, 
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Cres. Ay, a minced man: and then to be baked widi 
no date in the pie, for then the man’s date is out. 

Pan. You are such a woman! one knows not at what 
ward you lie. m 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my 
wit, to defend iny wiles; upon my secrecy, to defend 
mine honesty; my mask, to defend my beauty; and you, 
to defend all these: and at all tl^ese wards 1 lie, at a 
thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cres. Nay, I'll watch you for that; and thatjs one 
of the chiefest of them too: if I cannot ward what I 
would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I 
took the blow; unless it swell past hiding, and then it’s, 
past watching. m 

Pan. You are such another! 

Enter Troilus*s Boy 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house; there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come. [Exit Boy] I doubt 
he be hurt. Fare ye well, good niece. * 


248 minced] affected, with a pun on the word in the phrase *‘minoe>pie.*’ 

249 no date . . . date is <hd\ Dates were common ingredients ci 
bethan pastry; *‘the man’s date is out** means ‘*the man’s term cl 
life is done.** For the pun cf. All *s I, i, 147 and note. 

250-251 at what ward you lie] what posture (ji defence you asaume; a. 

tedmical phiye in fencing. 

254 honesty] chastity. 

260 for telling] lest you tell. 
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Cbeb. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I will he with you, niece, by and by. *70 

Cbeb. To bring, uncle ? 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cbes. By the same token, you are a bawd. 

[Eimt Pandairus. 

Words, vows, gifts, teg.rs, and love’s full sacrifice. 

He offers in another’s enterprise: 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I s^ 

Than in the glass of Pandar’s praise may be, 

Yet h^d I off. Women are angels, wooing: 

Things won are done; joy’s soul lies in the doing; 

That she beloved knows nought that knows not this sso 
Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is: 

That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue; 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach; 

Achievement is command; ungain’d, beseech. 

Then though my heart’s content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [ExeurU. 

I tinU he , from Troilua] This bantering slang is not very 
oear. But *^to be with one to bring’* vias often used in the sense **to 
be even with one** or “to pve as good as one gets,” “to retaliate 
handscmiely.** Cressida tauntingly asj^s Pandarus if he thinks to 
jget quits with her in their war of wits hnd Pandarus meets her 
dhallenge with a fresh quip. 

S79 joy*B soul . . . doing] *^6 essence of joy is in the act of enjoyment. 
Aeftseuenienf . . . beeee^] Whoi men have won us they become our 
commanders; before we are won, they are our suppliants. 

SS6 mg keaH*e wrdefd . . . bear] my heart’s happiness rests on assured 
love. 
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SCENE III —THE GRECIAN CAMP 

BEFORE AGAMEMNON'S TENT 

Sennet, Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, Menelaus, 

with others 

Aqam. Princes, ' 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 

The amp^e proposition that hope makes 

In all designs begun on earth below 

Fails in the promised largeness: checks and disasters 

Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d. 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us 
That we come short of our suppose so far 
That after seven years’ siege yet Troy walls stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim 

3 The ampU proposition] Tlje ample promise; “the promised largeness** 
(line 5) means much the same thing, although there is an inversion 
of adjective and substantive. 

0 Tortive and errant] Twisted and astray. The result is that the wood k 
cross-grained. 

11 «uppoa«] suppoution, expectation. 

14hl5 draw Bias and thwart] turn awry, and cause to deviate from the 
straight line. Both “bias’* and “thwart” are technical terms in the 
game of bowls, and refer to the checks which prevent the boM from 
taking the strai^t course. 
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And diat unbodied %ure of the thought 

That gave *t sunnised shape. Why then, you princes. 

Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works, 

And call them shames ? which are indeed nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove 
To find persistive constancy in men: 

The fineness of which metal is not found • 

In fortune’s love; for then the bold and coward, 

The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 

The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin: 

But in |he wind and tempest of her frown. 

Distinction with a broad and powerful fan, 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away. 

And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
Lies rich in virtue and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men: the sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk! 

But 1ft the ruffian Boreas once eivage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon behold 

19 €aU them ehameal Thus tlie Quarto. Hie folios read thinly them 
ehame. “Them*’ obviously refers to “our works.” 

%5 of affinity to one another. 

27 Thus the Quatto. The Folios read Icmd. 

9S Ms teproof of chance] the resistance to chance. 

88 Boreas] the north wind; Aquilon is similarly used IV, v, 9, infra. 

89 Thetis] a sea nymph; here put for the sea. Cf. Perides, IV, iv, 39. 
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The strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut, lo 
Bounding between the two moist dements. 

Like Perseus’ horse: where’s then the saucy boat. 

Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co-rivall’d greatness ? either to harbour fled. 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valoiw’s show and valour’s worth divide 
In storms of fortune: for in her ray and brightness 
The herd hath more annoyance by the breese 
Than by the tiger; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, « 50 

And flies fled under shade, why then the thing of 
courage 

As roused with rage with rage doth sympaihf^e. 

And with an accent tuned in selfsame key 
Retorts to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all ^ 

Tcthys, wife of Oceanus, is similarly used by Ovid, Metam., II, 69, 
609. f 

42 Like Perseus* /torss] Lydgate mentions the old fable that when Perseus 
struck off Medusa*s head, the flying horse Pegasus was ** engendered 
of the blood.” Cf. IV, v, 186, infra. 

45 aioadfar N&plu'M\ a sop for Neptune. It was the old custom to soide 
in wine a piece of toast, to which is here likened "the saucy boat” on 
the overwhelming ocean. ^ 

48 hreese] gadfly. 

51-62 the courage . . . symfiatkize] the tiger rages and roars 

ously amid the fury of storms. 

64 Retorts] lice's emendation of the onginal reading Retires. 
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Should be shut up, hear what Ulysses speaks. 

Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, [To Agamemnon] most mighty for thy place 
and sway, eo 

[To And thou most reverend for thy stretch’d-out 

life, 

I give to both your speethes, which were such 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass, and such again 
As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver. 

Should with a bond of air, strong as the axletree 
On which heaven rides, knit all the Greekish ears 
•To his experienced tongue, yet let it please both, 

Thou great, and wise, to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and be ’t of less 
expect 

That matter needless, of importless burthen, 71 

58 shvi up] embodied. 

88-64 nuh As Agamemnon . . . Should hold up high in brass] such that 
the spoken word of Agamemnon, who is the guiding hand of Greece, 
should be engraved in high relief on tablets of brass. “And the hand 
of Qeeece’* is a descriptive clause in apfK)sition with Agamemnon. 

At line 143, m/ra, Achilles is called “the fdirehand of our host.” 

65-^ veheraUe Neetor . . . tongue] The spoken word of old Nestor, en¬ 
graved in silver (the hue of bis hair), should ehghain, by bonds strong 
as the axis of the firmament, the hearing of all the Greeks. 
“Batch’d in silver” is analogous to “high in brass” of the previous 
line, “hatch’d” being a familiar term in the art of engraving. There 
is also pMsibly an implied allusion to Nestor’s silver hair. 

1^74 Spet^ . . . orade] Thus the Folios. TTie Quartos omit the 
^>eech. 

70 less expd^i^ of amalter expectation. 
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Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 

When rank Thersites opes his mastic jaws, 

We shall hear music, wit and oracle. 

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a master. 
But for Ikese instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected: 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upoii this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive 
To whom the foragers shall all repair, » 

What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded. 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets and this centre. 
Observe degree, priority and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 

Office and custom, in all line of order: 


73 mastic jaws] jaws full of rotten teeth, mastic'* being the gum ordina> 
lily used for stopping decayed teeth. Cf. Lyly's Midas, III, ii, 138 seq, 
Petnlvs. “O my teeth! deare barber, ease me . . . 

OI what will rid me of this paine ? . . . . 

Lido. Take mcuticke else. 

Petvlus. o Mastick *s a patch. 

Masticke does many a foole’s face catch.” 

Agamemnon pays Ulysses a somewhat inverted complimont. 

77 these instances] the proofs that follow. 

78 The sp&daUy of nde] The essential quality attaching to rule. 

81 like the hive] like the rallying-point, which the hive is ftur the bees. 

85 this centre] this earth, which according to the Ptolemaic sjrstem of 
astrononiy, held the central place in the universe. Cf. IQ, ii, 175, 
infra. 

87 Insisture] Persistency, permanent unifonmty of nKrtkm. 

[80] 
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And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered oo 

Amidst the other; whose medicinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 

And posts like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check to good and bad: but when the planets 
In evil mixture to disorder wander, ^ 

What plagues and what portents, what mutiny, 

What raging of the sea, shaking of earth, • 

Commotion in the winds, frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of states lOo 

Quite from their fixure! O, when degree is shaked, 
Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick! How could communities, 
Degrees in schools and brotherhoods in cities, 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores. 

The primogeniiive and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

•But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

91 m 0 dm>i^abU] medicinal, curative. 

92 a&pedt] astrological influences. • 

99 deracinate] root up. ' 

100 married calm] calm of close lawful unimi. * 

101 fixure] fixity, staWlity. Cf. Wini. TaUt V, iii, flf: “The fixure of her 
eyt has motion in it.“ 

«10A hro0ierhioode] guilds or fraternities. 

10$ Peaceful eonmsrce . . . shores] The accent is on the second syllable 
at “commerce” and on the first and third syllables of “dividable,” 
whidi means “divided,” “widely parted.*' 
lOtf* primoffemHv^ iUght of primogeniture. 
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And, hark, what discord follows! each thing meets no 
In mere oppugnancy: the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores. 

And make a sop of all this solid globe: 

Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude son should strike his father dead: 

Force shguld be right; or rather, right and wrong, 
Between whose endless jar justice resides. 

Should lose4:heir names, and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite; t 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey, 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 

It hath to climb. The general’s disdain’d * 

By him one step below; he by the next; iso 

That next by him beneath: so every step, 

Exampled by the /irst pace that is sick 

111 mere oppiignancy] utter antagonism. 

114 imbecUUy] infirmity, weakness. 

127-120 And this neglection . . . dimh] And this ne^ect or defiance ol ^ 
degree pass^ step by step from the foremost rank to ranks behind, . 
with the design on the part of each man to aggrandise himself. Kvery-^ 
body is slighted by him who is his immediate inferior. **Negle<ftioa** 
is a rare foifts of "neglect.*’ 

132-1S3 Exampled . . . superior] Following the example of the first rank 
that is irritated by the one just ahead of it. 
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Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloc^less emulation: 

And is this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover’d 
The fever whereof all pur power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found!, Ulysses, 140 
What is the remedy ? 

Ulyss. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
The si^ew and the forehand of our host. 

Having his ear full of his airy f'^me, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and '' his tent 
Lies mocking our design, r wiih nim Patroclus, 

Upon a lazy bed, th» livelong day 
Breaks scurril jes. 

And with ridiculous and awkward action, 

Which, slanderer, he imitation calls, iso 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy topless deputation he puts on; 

And, like a strutting player, whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hfear th e wooden dialogue and 'und 

134 Uoodleas] sluggish, malignant; not vigorot^^ nor active. 

143 the forehand^ the guiding hand or main-stay. Cf. line 63, supra, 

** the hand of Greece. ” • 

144 airy fame] fame living in air or words. 

151 He pageants us] He makes an exhdiition of us, mimics us. 

152 Thy topless dsputofion] The supreme and arbitrary power deputed (by 
his fellow kings) to Agamemnon as diief of the army. 

15.^ *ke wooden dialogue and sound] the sound of the actor's foot strutting 

on the wool n stage, 
s 
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’Twixt his stretch’d footing and the scaffoldage, 

Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in; and when he speaks, 

’Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms unsquared, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp’d, iso 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuflF, 

The large Achilles, on his pressed bed lolling, 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause; 

Cries “Excellent! ’tis Agamemnon just. 

Now play me Nestor; hem, and stroke thy beard. 

As he being dress’d to some oration.” 

That’s done; as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels, as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet god Achilles still cries “Excellent! 

’T is Nestor right. Now play him me, Patroclus, 170 
Arming to answer in a night alarm.” 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough and spit, 

156 stretched footing and the tcafjoldag^ strained or stilted stride and 
the stage of the theatre. 

157 to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming] pitiable and exa^erated guise. 
O'erwresled (i. e., overwound) is Pope’s emendation of ore-rest^, the 
reading of the Quartos and Folios. **Wrest” is the instrument for 
tuning the harps by straining the wires. Cf. IIT, Hi, 23, infra, 

159 unaqttared] inharmonious, rough, used of stones for building. 

160 a giant of classical mythology. Ovid in If<2am., V, 321, calls 
the monster “Typhoeus,” which Golding translates “Typhon.” 
Both forms have classical authority. 

161 fusty] musty, mouldy. 

166 dress*d to some oration] ready to speak an oration. 

167-168 as near as . %oife] with no resemblance at all to the truth, as 
unlike as Vulcan and Venus his wife. 

171 to ansioer in a night aiarm] to meet an attack by night 

[84], 




SCENE III TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


And, with a palsy fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet: and at this sport 
Sir Valour dies; cries “O, enough* Patroclus; 

Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen.” And in this fashion. 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals pf grace exact, , iso 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 

Excitements to the field or speech for truce. 

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain. 

Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice, many are infect. 

Ajax is grown self-wiU’d, and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him; loo 

Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war 
Bold as an oracle, and sets Thersites, 

A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint, 

174 gorg€£\ the armour for the throat or neck. 

175 Sjj^ke in . rivet] With his trembling hand move the fastening pin 

in and out of its place. • 

180 Severals and generals of grace exact] Precise marks of our individual 
and general merit. 

181 subventions] precautiona 

184 paradoxes] absurdities. 

185 in the imiMion] owing to the imitation. 

180 In such a mn] So haughtily, with such an air of disdain, like a spirited 
wariiorse tightly reined. 

190 broad] puffed out with pride. 

101 ottr state of war] our council of war. 
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To match us in comparisons with dirt, 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyss. They tax our policy and call it cowardice. 
Count wisdom as no member of the war. 

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of ^and: the still and {nental parts 80 ( 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike 
When fitness c^lls them on, and know by measure 
Of their observant toil the enemies’ weight,— 

Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity; 

They call this bed-work mappeiy, closet-war: 

So that the ram that batters down the wall. 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise. 

They place before his hand that made the engine, 

105-196 To weaken . . . vnth danger] To depreciate our ability to stand 
exposure to the enemy, however palpable is the danger by which we 
are surrounded. 

100 ForestaM] Precondemn. 

204 a finger's dignity] the worth of a finger pointing the way. 

205 this bed-work majrpery] ** Mappery/* L e., the making of maps or plans, 
is unknown elsewhere in the literature of the time. With this punctua¬ 
tion “b^-work” is an ^ithet, meaning either “reposeful” (ife., of 
the character of work done at rest in bed), or “ground-work” (“bed” 
being used in the sense of “base” or “foundaticm” of a structure). If 
a comma be placed^after “bed-work” (as is commonly done), that 
word would be a substantive, but might still be used seriously fen* 
“foundatiem” or “ground-work” to which “mappery” (with a 
scornful intentiem) and “closet-war” are in contemptuous apposi¬ 
tion. This interpretation seems preferaUe to treating **bed-work” 
as itself a term m contempt, meaning “idling in bed” in appositioii 
to “this.” 
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Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. cio 

Nest. Let tins be granted, and Achilles’ horse 
Makes many Thetis’ sons. [Ttickd, 

Agam. What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy. 

• Enter ^Eneas ^ 

Agam. What would you ’fore our tent ? 

dSNE. Is this great Agamemnon’s*tent, I pray you ? 

Agam. Even this. 

JEne. May one that is a herald and a prince 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles* arm ««o 
’Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

dENE. Fair leave and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Agam. How! 

dENE. Ay: 

I ask, that I might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 

209 the fineneas] the subtle capacity. • 

212 Makes many Thetis* 8(ms\ is the equivalent of many Achilles. Thetis 
was mother of Achilles. • 

224 A stranger . . . looks] The war was^ its seventh year, and the 
Trojan iBneas must Imve had many opportunities of making ac¬ 
quaintance with the .personal appearance of the leader of the Greek 
aimy. ^lakespeare apparently assumed that the Greek warriors 
eonceafed riieir features in dose helmets. Cf. Ime 296, infra (Nes- 
^*«)» *‘gold beaver” and XV, v, 195 (of Hector), ”thy countenance, 
atill lock’d in steel.” 
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Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus: sso 

Which is that god in office, guiding men P 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon P 
Agam. This Trojan scorns us; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

^Ene. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d. 

As bending angels; that’s their fame in peace: . 

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, Jove’s 
accord, « 

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, iEneas, 

Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! *40 

The worthiness of praise distains his worth. 

If that the praised himself bring the praise forth: 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows; that praise, sole pure, tran¬ 
scends. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself iEneas ? 
iENE. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam. What’s your affair, I pray you ? 

220-2SO morning . . . Phcnhus] a strained reference to the purple light (4 
the dawn (the goddess Aurofc’a), awaitmg the full rising of the sun- 
god (Phoebus Apollo). 

237 have gcMa] have feelings of rancour. 

238-239 and, JoveU accord . . . heart] and with Jove in accord or <m 
thdr side (an ablative absolute, ** Jove probante**), nothing is so 
full of courage. 

241-242 The worthinese . . . forth] For the general sentiment that **8dlf- 
praise is no recommendation,** cf. II, iii, 150-153, infra, and All ’s 
WeU, I, iii, 5-7: ** We . . . make foul the clearness of our deservings, 
when of oursdves we publish them.** 
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JSne. Sir, pardon; ’t is for Agamemnon’s ears. 

Aoam. He hears nought privately that comes from 
Troy. 

iENE. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him: m 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear. 

To set his sense on the attentive bent. 

And then to speak.# ^ 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind; 

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour: 

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 

He iells thee so himself. 

iENE. Trumpet, blow loud. 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents; 

And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 

What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trumpet sounds. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy «60 

A prince call’d Hector — Priam is his father — 

Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown: he bade me take a trumpet, 

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords! 

If there be one among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher Jhan his ease, 

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril, 

That knows his valour and knows not his fear. 

That loves his mistress more than in confession 
With truant vows to her own lips he loves, *70 

2 ^ long^contmued truce] Such a trace is inconsistent with the speech of 
Trdlus, I, i, 1, seq., and the statement (I, ii, 32-S3), that *‘yesterday 
(Ajax) coped Hector in the battle.** 

2^-270 in confession . . . vows] in profession while making idle rows. 
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And dare avow her beauty and her worth 
In other arms than hers — to him this challenge. 

Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it. 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms; 

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call 
Midway between your tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love: 

If any come. Hector shall honour him; «80 

If none, he ’ll say in Troy when he retires, i 
The Grecian dames are sunburnt and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers. Lord iEneas; 

If none of them have soul in such a kind. 

We left them all at home: but we are soldiers; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he. «90 

Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector’s grandsire suck’d: he is old now; 

But if there be not in Qur Grecian host ^ 

One noble man that hath one spark of fire. 

To answer for his Ipve, tell him from me 
I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 

282 sufUnimi] homely, plain. Cf. Mttch Ado^ II, i, 287-288: **I am 
^ mnhurtU; I may sit in a comer, and cry kei^-ho lor a fausJiMUid f *’ 

288 means fu2, ktdh means not to be, hath not been. 

283 host] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read mould, t. e^ Batmen 
character. 
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And in my vantbrace put this wither’^ brawn, 

And meeting him will tell him that my lady 
Was falter than his grandam, and as chaste 
As may be in the world: his youth in flood, soo 

I’ll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

^NE. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth! 
Ulyss. Amen. § « 

Agam. Fair Lord iEneas, let me touch your hand; 

To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. • 

Achilles shall have word of this intent; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 

Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt aU but Ulysses and Nestor. 
Ulyss. Nestor! sio 

Nest. What says Ulysses? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain; 

Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is’t? 

Ulyss. This’t is: 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In tank Achilles must or now be cropp’d. 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

To overbulk us all. 

S07 vofidMrace] armour for the forearm; from the French “avantbras.” 

800 kis youth in flood\ thou^ hia youth ia at ita full strength. 

81$ Be you my Htne . . . duipe\ Play the ripening part of time for me in 
brmgmg Uiis idea to mature shape. 

810 the seeded the pride that is prolific m seed. 

810 iwfwary] plantatioa. 
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Nest. Well, and how? aw 

XJlyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends. 
However it is spread in general name. 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as substance, 
Whose grossness little characters sum up: 

And, in the publication, make no strain, 

Blit that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 

*T is dry enough — will, with great speed of judgement. 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose * sso 

Pointing on him. 

Ulybs. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 
Nest. Yes, *t is most meet: who may you else oppose. 
That can from Hector bring his honour off, 

If not Achilles ? Though ’t be a sportful combat. 

Yet in this trial much opinion dwells; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear’st repute 
With their finest palate: and trust to me, Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall be oddly poised 

In this wild action; for the success, 840 

320 overhdk ua] tower over ns. e 

324-325 The purpose . . . su^a up] The purpose is as plain as material 
property, the extent of which is indicated by little figures or ciph^. 
Cf. Hen, Vt Act I, I^logue, 15-16: **a crooked figure may Attest 
in little place a million.'* 

326 And, in tha ptAlioation . . . strain] And when the challenge is pub¬ 
lished, (its meaning will) make no strain (on Achilles' intelligence). 

336 mucA opinion dwdU] much credit is at ^oke. 

339 Our impnUdion^ii^uiU be oddly poised] Our reputation shall be weighed 
unevenly, unequally, not in precise agreement with the drcumstaaces. 
340-342 for ike success . . . genercd] for the issue, thou^ realfy cndy 
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Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is supposed 
He that meets Hector issues from our chojpe: 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 

Makes merit her election, and doth boii, 

As’t were from forth us all, a man distill’d S50 

Out of •our virtues; who miscarrying, 

What heart from hence receives the conquering part. 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 

Which entertain’d, limbs are his instruments. 

In no less working than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

affecting an individual, shall lend a measure of good or ill report 
to the whole community. **Scantling” means **a small piece of 
anything.” 

34S~346 And in mch indexes . . . large\ Preliminary tables of contents 
(found at the beginning of books), although they are small marks 
compared with the volume to which they are prefixed, indicate in 
n^iature the great mass of what is to follow in full. “Indexes” 
may be either prdiminaiy tables of contents or the “indexes” which 
then came at the opening of the volume. 

S49 Makes merit her electuml Makes merit the objed; of her choice, seeks 
out the best man. 

Sfil-'SSS who miscarrying . . . ihemsdves\ if the man of her choice fail, 
what heart among us will draw from that misfortune any hope of play¬ 
ing the conqueror’s rdle, so as to strengthen our self-confidence. 

S64-#66 Which by the limhs] Thus the Folio. The lines are omitted 

from the Quartos. This difficult passage seems to mean that when 
a maa entertama confidence in himself and his champion, then his 

[ 48 ] 



TBOILUS AND CRESSIDA ^ Aca? i 


Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech; 

Therefore’t is meet AchiUes meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares^ 

And think, perchance, they’ll sell; if not, mo 

The lustre of the better yet to show. 

Shall show the better. Do not consent 
That ever I|ector and Achilles Qieet; 

For both our honour and our shame in this 
Are dogg’d wit^i two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes: what are 
they ? , 

Ulyss, What glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him: 

But he already is too insolent; 

And we were better parch in Afric sun 870 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, • 

Should he ’scape Hector fair: if he were foil’d. 

Why then, we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 

And by device let blockish Ajax draw 

limbs are his responsive instruments, as alert and obedient to direo* 
tion as the swords and bows which his limbs wield. 

S61-SS2' The lustre . , . shew the better] Thus the Folios. The i^uarto 
reads, less satisfactorily, the Ituier of the better ehall exceed By 
shewing the worst first. **Yet to show** of course means **yet to be 
shown.** 

371 soM scorn] bitter scorn. 

373-374 tee did . . . our best man] we should destroy our main credH 
with the disgrace of our best champion. 

375 let blockish Shakespeare followed Ovid, Metam., SIR, in 

making Ajax toroughout this play a self*willed and stuf^ braggart. 
Golding, translating Ovid, calls Ajax **doU and gnoase bead,** 
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Hie sort to fight with Hector: among ourselves 
Give him allowance for the better man; 

For that will phasic the great Myrmidon 

Who broils in loud applause, and make him fall 

His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends. sso 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We ’ll dress him up in voices: if he fail, « 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes, 

Ajax en^loy’d plucks down Achilles’ plumes. 

Nest. Ulysses, 

• Now I begin to relish thy advice; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon: go we to him straight. sdo 

Two curs shall tame each other: pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as’t were their bone. 

- [Exeunt, 

**havmg neither wit nor knowledge.” Neither Homer nor his English 
adapters make Ajax a mere fool. 

876 The eort] The lot. 

877 Oiw him (dUnvanee] Represent him. 

870 Whf hroUe . . . appUatse} Who is warmed to fever heat by loud 
ai^use. • 

/alT) let fall, lower. 

880 Hue /fis] the rainbow. •, 

8^ dfese him . . . voices] trim him up, or adorn him with vociferous 
praise. 

888 go we under] we may submit to, we may uphold. 

898 Usrre ibe madifi on] incite the dogs to ^^t. 
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ACT SECOND —SCENE I 
THE GRECIAN CAMP 


Ajax 


Enter Ajax and Thersites 



HERSITESI 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if 
he had boils — full, all over, 
generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites! 

Ther. And those boils did 
run ? — Say so, — did not the 
general run then ? were not that 
a botchy core? 

Ajax. Dog I i 

Ther. Then would come 
some matter from him; I see 
none now. 


Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not hear? 




Feel, then. 


[Strikes him. 11 ^ 


5 boils] Theoba^*8 correction of the old spdlluig biles. 

6 batchy core] core or kernel of an ulcer or boil. Some pun on **core’* 

and ** corps,'* which b similarly pronounced, has be^ suggested. 
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Ther. The plague of Greece uppn thee, thou mongrel 
beef-wilted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou vinewed’st leaven, speak: I 
wiU beat thee into handsomeness. 

Theb. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: 
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration than 
diou learn a prayer wijhout book. Thou ^canst strike, 
canst thou ? a red murrain o’ thy jade’s tricks! 
Ajax. Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Theb. Dost thou think 1 have no sense, thou strikest 
me thu^? 

Ajax. The proclamation! 

Theb# Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porpentine, do not; my fingers itch. 
Theb. I would thou didst itch from head to foot, and 
I had the scratching of thee; 1 would make thee the 
loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth in 
the incursions, thou strikest as slow as another. 

12 The jiague of Gfreece] Apollo, in the Homeric stoiy, had visited the 
Greek camp with a pestilence. 

12-18 mongrd beef-witted lord\ Ajax was a mongrel, because his father 
w^ a Greek and his mother a Trojan. Cf. 1, ii, 13-14, note. For 
**beef-witted” cf. Tw. Night, I, iii, 80-82; ”1 am a great eater of 
beef, and I believe that does harm to my wit.” 

14 vinewed^et leamn] most mouldy leaven: Johnson’s emendation of 
the Quarto vnsaUdt leaven, which probably means “malignity without 
wit,” and the Folio wkin{d*ri leaven, “Vinew,” {i. e., mouldy) is 
not uncommon and survives in dialects as “vinny.” 

10 o red murrain] Cf. Temp,, I, ii, 364: “The red plague.” 

25 pofpentine] a common form of “porcupine.” 

When thou • • . inoureione] Wh^ you are engaged in the sorties > 
i^puttsiTtoy. 
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Ajax. I say, the proclamation! . so 

Thek. Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
Achilles, and thou art as full of envy at his greatness as 
Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty, ay, that &ou barkes^ 
at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersites! 

Ther. TJiou shouldst strike Jiini. 

Ajax. Cobloaf! 

Ther. He vould pun thee into shivers with his fist, 
as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. [Beating him] You whoreson cur! , 

Ther. Do, do. 40 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou 
hast no more brain than 1 have in mine elbows; an as- 
sinego may tutor thee: thou scurvy-valiant ass! thou 
art here but to thrash Trojans; and thou art bought and 
sold among those of any wit, like a barbarian slave. 

If thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel and 


SS CerheruB . . . Proaerpvm's heaiAy] There seems no classical au¬ 
thority for this allied infatuation of Cerberus for Proserpine^ 

85 Am] t.Achilles. « 

86 CchUmf] A crusty uneven loaf. Cf. V, i, 5, infra: **crusty hatch ai 

nature” and note. ^ 

87 pun] pound. 

Al Thou dool . . . wUck] Witches were tied to stools for purposes of 
torture. 

4S~44 asainego] m Portuguese word for ‘*ass.” Thus Pope, llieearly ecfi- 
tions read Aainico, which is a Spanish diminutive of ^asno,” mi ass. 
Both words seem to have been familiar in the Elizabethan vernaatdar. 
45-46 bought and soAQ made a fool of, deluded. ^ 
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tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, 
thout 

Ajax. You dog! 

Ther. You scurvy lord! fio 

Ajax. [Beating him\ You cur! 

Ther. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel, do, 

do. • ,, 

Efder Achilles and Patbcmtlxtb 

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore do ye thus ? 
How now, Thersites! what’s the matter, man? 

Th^. You see him there, do you ? 

Achil. Ay; what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil. So I do: what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. “Well!” why, so I do. 60 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him; for, who¬ 
soever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

T|ier. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! 
his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobbed his 
brain more than he has beat my bones: I will buy nine 
sparrows for a penny, and his pia mater is not worth the 

66 inoUeiim$\ fragments. 

67 evasions . . . tkue long] his circuitous talk suggests asses’ ears. 

buffeted; with some vague su^estion of deluding or trickhig, 
m wMdi sense the verb is used, HI, i, 65, infra. 

66 pia ffiofsr] a memlvaiie ooveriug the brain; commonly used for the 
brain its^. 

4 
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ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax, who 70 
wears his wit in his belly and his guts in his hc^d. I’ll 
tell you what I say of him. 

Achil. What ? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax — [Ajax offers to strike him, 
Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. H^s not so much wit t- 
Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As wjll stop the eye of Helen’s needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool! * so 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the fool 
will not: he there: that he: look you there! , 

Ajax. O thou damned cur! I shall — 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool’s ? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will shame it. 

.Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. WThat’s the quarrel? 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not. 90 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

. Ther. I serve here voluntary. ‘ 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, ’t was not 
voluntary; no maij is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here 
the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Ther. E’en so; a great deal of your wit too lies in 

84 set your wk to] jsatdi your wit against. Cf. Midi. N, Dr,t HI, U 
**8et his wU to so foolish a bird.** 

96 under an impress] under enforced service. 
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your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your brains: a* 
were as good crack a fusty nut with no kernel. 

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites? loo 

Ther. There’s Ulysses and old Nestor, whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, 
yoke you like draught-oxen, and make yov> plough up 
the wars. 

Achil. What? what? • 

Ther. Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles! to, Ajax! to! 

Ajaxi I shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. ’T is no matter; I shall speak as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites; peace! lo® 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles’ brooch 
bids me, shall I? 

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I 
come any more to your tents: I will keep where there is 
wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Exit. 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim’d through all our 
host: • 

That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun, 

Will with a trumpet ’twixt our tents *and Troy 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms i*o 


105 to . , . to . . . tot] The preposition is used like an imperative et- 
damaticm, **get on, get on! gee-up!** addressed to **draught-oxen.** 
110 hwoeh] ornament, hanger on. Thus the old editions. Rowe substi¬ 
tuted i. e., bitdb. Cf. V, i, 16, infra. 
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That hath a stomach, and such a one that dare 
Maintain — I know not what: *t is trash. Farewell. 
Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

Achil. I know not;’t is put to lottery; otherwise 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you. I will go learn more of it; 

« r [ExewtL 

^ SCENE II —TROY 

A ROOM IN PRIAM*S PALACE * 

Enter Phiam, Hectob, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks: 

**Deliver Helen, and all damage else, 

As honour, loss of time, travail, expense. 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war. 

Shall be struck off.” Hector, what say you to’t? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I 
As far as toucheth my particular. 

Yet, dread Priam, , * 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 

More spongy to ^uck in the sense of fear. 

More ready to cry out “Who knows what follows?” 
Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety, 

121 a etomath] «n appetite for fighting. 

9 my partieii 2 ar ]^7 individual sentiment 

14-15 surety^ Surety secure;] over-confideBoe, iabe secimty, irlddi is 
careless p^. 
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Surety ijecufe: but modest doubt is call’d 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Hden go. 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul, ’mongst many thousand dismes, 

Hath been as dear as Helen'; I mean, of ours: so 

If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us. 

Had it our name, the value of one ten, • 

What merit’s in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 

So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The past proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle in a waist most fathomless so 

With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? fie, for godly shame! 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons. 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear^he great sway of his affairs with reasons, 

Because your speech hath none that tells him so ? 

16 the tent] the surj^cal probe. * ^ 

19 t&he . . . diemes] Both *‘tithe” and **dbme** mean a tenth, and are 
words applicable to every tenth man on the roll-call of an army, 
whose lives were always liable to be sacrificed to the exigencies of war. 

nor worth the vahw of one ten] nor, were Helen a Trojan 
Wonsan instead of a Gredk, would she be to us Trojans of the value 
of a Mngh» one of our soldiers. 

99 The poet proportion of kit mfimite\ hk infinite, illimitable immensity. 

[M] 
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Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, ^ brother 
priest; 

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons: 
You know an enemy intends you harm; 

You know a sword employ’d is perilous, 40 

And reason flies the object of all harm : 

Who marvels then, when Heleaus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels. 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star disorb’d ? Nay, if we talk of reason, 

Let’s shut our gates, and sleep: manhood and honour 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their t 
thoughts 

With this cramm’d reason: reason and respect 
Make livers pale and lustihood deject. fio 

Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What’s aught, but as ’tis valued? 

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will; 

It holds his estimate and dignity 

As well wherein’t is precious of itself ^ 

46 a dear d%8orh*d\ a star cut of, or straying from its sphere. The orb 
of a star was the hollow spherical globe, in which, according to Uie 
old system of astr(tnomy, it was believed to be enclosed. 

49 reason and re»ped[\ anxious fear of consequences. Cf. iMcrece^ 275: 
and reason wait on wrinkled age !*’ 

52 The holding] To hold or keep. ^ 

54-56 li holde the prizer] **His estimate and dignity** means **fts 
estimarimi andlworth.** **Prizer** means ‘‘valuer** or “af^nAiser.*’ 
The sentence means that the value a thing depends n<A akme cm 
its inherent worth, but on the personal temperament of the vahi^. 
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As in ttiie prizer: ’t is mad idolatry 
To make the service greater thap the god; 

And the will dotes» that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit. ao 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; «• 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots *twixt the dangerous chores 
Of will and judgement: how may 1 avoid, 

Although my will distaste what it elected. 

The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour. 

We turn not back , the silks upon the merchant 
When we have soil’d them, nor the remainder viands 70 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 

Your breath of full consent bellied his sails; 

58-00 And the will doles . . , meri£\ The will is weak and foolish that 
attributes to an object qualities which it excessively admires, when 
thftre is no semblance of the favoured merit in the object itself. AUribur- 
tive is the Quarto reading, for which the^olios substitute inclineaMe. 
in the conduct of my will] under the guidance of my free will. But 
**will** (as in lines 63 and 65, infra) here has much of the signifi- 
cance'Of *^lu8t*’ or **sen8uai passion.*’ 

64 IradscQ prafessicmal, expert. 

67-68 no evasion To blench] no means of escape so as to shrink. 

71 unttsefwiive sieve] receptacle for Ihings of no account, common Voider. 
Tims the Quartos. The First Folio reads same for sieve; the other 
F<^ios read plaee; sink has been suggmited for sieve. But the latter 
was often aj^died to the basket, in which refuse was collected. 
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The seas and winds, old wranglers, took a truce. 

And did him service: he touch’d the ports desired; 
And for an old aunt whom the Greeks held captive 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo’s and makes stale the morning. 

Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 

Is she wortlj keeping ? why, she» is a pearl. 

Whose price hath launch’d above a thousand ships. 
And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants. 

If you ’ll avouch’t was wisdom Paris went. 

As you must needs, for you all cried “Go, go,”e 
If you’ll confess he brought home noble prise. 

As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your hands. 
And cried “Inestimable!” why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate. 

And do a deed that Fortune never did. 

Beggar the estimation which you prized 
Richer than sea and land P O, theft most base, 

That we have stol’n what we do fear to keep! 

But thieves unworthy of a thing so stol’n, 

77 an old aunt] A reference to Hesione, sister of Priam, and thus Paris’s 
aunt, who had been taken prisoner by Hercules in his attack ol Troy 
and had been given as Vrife to Telamon, king of Salamis, by whom 
she was mother of Ajax. Cf. IV, v, 120, infra, and note. 

79 WrinMei Apotto’s] Makes Apollo wrinkled or ugly by comparison. 

titde] lihus the Fcdios. The Quartos read, less forcibly, foie. 

82 Whose price . . . ships] A reminiscence of Marlowe’s fanuRia iqxistiD' 
phe to Helmi (Faustus, V, iii, 91): ** Was this the face that lausuh'd a 
thousand shipe f ** 

89 rate] censure. ^ 

90 and do a deed . . . never did] and act with greater fiddeness than Fofv 

tune ever did. 
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That in^their counti^ <hd them that disgrace. 

We to warrant in our native place! 

Cas. [WiMn] Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ? 

Tbo. ’T is our mad sister, I do know her voice. 

Cas. \WiJthin\ Cry, Trojans! 

Hrct. It is Cassandra. • lOO 

Enier Cassandra, rtwing, with her hair about her ears 

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I v411 fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace! 

* Cas. Virgins and boys, mid age and wrinkled eld. 

Soft'infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 

Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears! 

Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us all. no 

Cry, Trojans, cry 1 a Helen and a woe: 

Ciy, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 

il'SXfP. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sbter work » 

05-96 That in their country . . . jdace] (a thingH the theft of which did 
Uie Gfceks in their own land sudbi injury to their fame as we shrink 
from justifying at home. 

, 104 smf) <dd age. Theobald*8 emendatkm of the Quarto ddera, and the 
Fofio dd. 

109 Him] See note on I, i, 100, aupra. 

110 ,Our pnArand breaker, Ports] Paris’s mother, Hecuba, dreamt before 
his birtib that she would be delivered of a firdirrand or lighted tmcch. 
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Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot that no discourse of reason, 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 

Can qualify the same? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 

Because Cassandra’s mad: her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engaged t 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 

I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons: 

And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity iso 
As well my undertakings as your counsels: 

But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my single aims ? 

What propugnation as in one man’s valour, 

To stand the push and enmity of those 

. * v« 

117 bad mcoeta] bad issue or result 
12S distodfe] spoil the taste of. 

125 To make it gracious] To show it to advantage, to set it off. 

128 weakest feeblest heart or spirit 

180 coRvinee] 

183 propensum] propensity, inclination. Cf. line 190, infra, 

136 propugnatum] force of resistance. 
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This qi^arrei would excite ? Yet, I protest, 

Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 

And had as ample power as 1 have will, 140 

Paris should ne’er retract what he hath done, 

Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights: • 

You have the honey still, but these the gall; 

So to be valiant is no praise at ail. • 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it; 

But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
• Wiped off in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, 150 

Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me. 

Now to deliver her possession up 

On terms of base compulsion ! Can it be 

That so degenerate a strain as this 

Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 

There’s not the meanest spirit on our party. 

Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When^Helen is defended, nor none so noble. 

Whose life were ill bestow’d, or death unfamed, 

Where Helen is the subject: then, I say, iflo 

Well may we fight for her, whom, w6 know well, 

TTie woiid’s large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well; 

148 rape] capture, carrying o£F; used here without any implication of 
sexual videnoe. 

150 miuac4VQ fordbly seized or captured. 

154 siram] impulse, sentiment. 
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And on the cause and question now in hand , 

Have glozed, but superncially; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy. 

The reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood. 

Than to make up a free determination no 

’Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and revenge 
Have ears mcn^e deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves 
All dues be render’d to their owners: now, ' 

What nearer debt in all humanity 
Than wife is to the husband ? If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection, 

165 glazed] speciously explained or expounded. 

166-167 whom AriataUe . . . moral ‘philosophy] Aristotle, whom it is a 
very obvious anachronism to mention here, in his NicomachcBan 
Ethics writes that young men are unfitted for the study of **palitictd 
[not ‘moral] philosophy.” But the context shows that Aristotle had 
in mind the ethics of civil society which are indistinguishable from 
morals. The Aristotelian maxim, in the slightly irregular shape that 
Shakespeare adopts here, long enjoyed proverbial currency in Western 
Europe. Erasmus quotes it thus in his CoUoquia (1531), sLid many 
Fren^ and Italian \^iters follow his example. Bacon in his Ad¬ 
vancement of Learning (1605), Bk. II, p. 255 (ed. Kitchin), also cites 
Aristotle to the ATect that young men are not fit auditors of moral 
philosophy. Sceptics of Shakespeare's responsibility fm* the plays have 
made mudi of this last coincidence, in ignorance of the univ^sal 
vogue of the Aristotelian maxim in the emended ^iq)e throu^^ioat 
European literature of the sixtemith cmitury. 

172 ears more than adders] an old superstition. Cf. Pealmt, Iviit, 4. 

“like the deaf adder that stoppeth her ear,” mid B Hen, KJ, IH, U, 

177 through affection] by the working of carnal affection or hist. 
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And that great minds» ol paitiai indulgence 
To their ^numbed wills, resist the same. 

There is a law in each well-order’d nation iso 

To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king. 

As it is known she is, tlfese moral laws • 

Of nature and of nations speak aloud 
To have her back return’d: thus to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 

But makhs it much more heavy. Hector’s opinion 
Is this in way of truth: yet, ne’ertheless, 

•My spritely brethren, I propend to you loo 

In resolution to keep Helen still; 

For’t is a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch’d the life of our design: 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 

Sne is^ theme of honour and renown; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, soo 


I7S-179 of partial indulgence . . . wUU] through Ae inequitable indul- 
tlwir <lesireaf numbed to ri^^iteous considerations. 
iSa^iai prepend . . . reeolutum] incline to your resolve, Cf. “pit^jen- 
Bton,” line ISS, supra, 

ISt-lSS ha^ ne mean . . . dignities] has important concern with our 
oolleetive and individual honour. 

Ids the performance . . . sjdeens] the mere indu^ence of our swdling 
angry paanons. 
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Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 

And fame in time to come canonize us: 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promised gloiy 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action 
For the wide world’s revenue. 

Hect. w d am yours. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 

1 have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 

Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits: *io 

I was advertised their great general slept. 

Whilst emulation in the army crept: . 

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III —THE GRECIAN CAMP 
BEFORE THE TENT OF ACHILLES 
Enter Thersites, solus 

Ther. How now, Thersites! what, lost in the laby¬ 
rinth of thy fury! §hall the elephant Ajax carry ft thus ? 
he beats me, and I rail at him: O, worthy satisfaction! 
would it were otherwise; that I could beat him, whilst 
he railed at me. ’Sfoot, I ’ll learn to conjure and raise 
devils, but 1 ’ll see some issue of my spiteful execraticma. 

20 S eanonixe] invariably accented by Siakespeare on the aeoond qrUahle* 
208 roisting] fa|astering, swaggermg. 

212 midolW] enyy» jealousy, factiousness. 

5 *Sfoot] God^s foot. A common oath. 
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Then ’s Achilles, a rare enginer. If Troy be not 
taken till these two undermine it, the walls will stand 
till they fall of themselves. O thou great thunder-darter 
of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove, the king of gods, 
and. Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft of thy cadu- 
ceus, if ye take not that little little less than little wit from 
them that they have! whlth short-armed ignoiAance itself 
knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in circumvention 
deliver a fly from a spider, without drawing their massy 
irons and cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on 
the whol#camp! or, rather, the Neapolitan bone-ache! 
for that, methinks, is the curse dependant on those that 
war for a placket. I have said my prayers; and devil 
Envy say amen. What, ho! my Lord Achilles! 

Enter Patboclus 

Patr. Who’s there? Thersites! Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could ha’ remembered a gilt counterfeit, 
4, thou wouldst not have slipped out of my contemplation: 

7 enginer] Ube Elizabethan spelling of “engineer,** a constructor of 
nulitiiy works. 

11-12 cadnceue] Hie wand ol Mercury or Hennes, round which'two ser¬ 
pents were usually represented as entwining. Martial (Bk. VII, Epi- 
, gram 74) writes of Mercury “Aurea cui torto vifga dracone viret.*’ 

14 m dreumveniion] by dint of cunning. 
lA-1^ maeey irtma] heavy swords. 

• 17 fhe NeapdiUm bone^he] a name of venereal disease. 

19 a ftaeket] a petticoat 

28-24 counterfeit . . . aUj^ted ouf] a punning phrase. A piece of bad 
. money was varioudy called a “counterfeit** and a “slip.” Cf. Rom. 
is Jut., n, tv, 45-48. 


20 
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but it is no matter; thyself upon thyself! Th^ common 
curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue! heaven bless thee from a tutor, and discipline 
come not near thee! Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death! then if she that lays thee out says thou art 
a fair corse, I ’ll be sworn and sworn upon’t she never 
shrouded "any but lazars. AnSen. Where’s Achilles ? si 

Patr. What, art thou devout ? wast thou in prayer ? 

Ther. Ay*; the heavens hear me! 

Patr. Amen. 

Enter Achilles 

Achil. Who’s there ? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where? Art thou come? why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself 
in to my table so many meals ? Come, what ’s Aga¬ 
memnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles: then tell me, 
Patroclus, what *s Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus: then tell ihe, Pa¬ 
troclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou^mayst tell that knowest. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther. I ’ll decline the whole question. Agamenmon 


28 Let thy blood he thy direction] Let thj passions be thy guide. 

40 dsefiite] rspeat in detail; “decline** is used in the gnuniiiniitical 
tense ol going thiouj^ the moods and tauea of tuba or eaaes of 
nouna 
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commands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; 1 am Patroclus’ 
knower, and Patroclus is a fool. 51 

Patb. You rascal! 

Theb. Peace, fool! 1 have not done. 

AcHiiI. He is a privileged man. Proceed, Thersites. 
Theb. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; 
Thersites is a fool, and, as aforesaid, P^oclus is a 
fool. 

Achil. Derive this; come. . 

Theb. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga¬ 
memnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool; and 
Patroclus is a fool positive. 6i 

Patb. Why am I a fool ? 

Theb. Make that demand of the prover. It suffices 
me thou art. Look you, who comes here? 

Achil. Patroclus, I ’ll speak with nobody. Come in 
with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Theb. Here is such patchery, such juggling and such 
knaveiy! all the argument is a cuckold and a whore; a 
good quarrel to draw emulous factions and bleed to death 
upon. Now, the dry serpigo on the subject! and war 
and fecheiy confound all! ^ [Exit. 7i 

5S-i56 You nucall . . . Patrodua is a /ooQ The pas¬ 

sage is omitted from the Quartos. 

ei the first d^;ree of oomparison; a tedmical term in grammar. 

Cf. line 49, supra. 

S3 0 / prover] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read to the Creator. 

97 patehery] cobbling, with a suggestion of deceitfulness. 

70 4ry oepngol a rqnilsive disease marked by a dry eruption on the 
ddn. 
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Enter Agamemnon, Ultsses, Nestob, Diomedes, anti Ajax 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Path. Within his tent; but ill-disposed, my lord. 
Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here. 

He shent our messengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of^him: 

Let him be told so, lest perchance he think 
We dare not move the question of our place. 

Or know not what we are. 

Path. I shall say so to hinf. [Exit. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent: 

He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you may 
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by 
my head, *t is pride: but why, why ? let him show us the 
cause. A word, my lord. [Takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
Ultss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 
Nest. Who, Thersites? 

Ulyss. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have Iq^t his 
arffUTqent. 

IJlyss. N6', you see, he is his argument that has his 
argument, Achilhis. 

Nest. All the better; their friiction is more our wish 

75 shent] rebuked or abused; an archaism common in Elizab^an poetiy. 

Shent is Theobald’s correction of the Quarto safe and the Folio sent 
75-76 lay by Our^eppertainments] divested ourselves oi our dignity. 

91-93 cargument . . . argument . . . argvmeni] theme of 
94-95 fradion . . . fadion] disunion . . . union. 
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than th^ir faction: but it was a strong composure a fool 
could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily imtie. 

Re-enter Patroclub 

Here comes Patroclus.* ♦ 

Nest. No Achilles with him. loo 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, hnt none for 
courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 

Patk. Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry. 

If anything more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness and this noble state 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no other 
But for your health and your digestion sake. 

An after-dinner’s breath. 

Aqam. Hear you, Patroclus: 

We are too well acquainted with these answers: 

But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, no 

Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reason 
Why*we ascribe it to him: yet all his virtues, 

95 wmfovur^ combination. 

101-102 Thedephant . . . flexure] It was a l belief that elephants 

conid not bend the joints of the 1^. 

105 ihi$ ndde state] this train of nobles in attoidance. 

108 An dfter-dinner*8 breath] Exercise or recreation after dinner. Cf. 
Hamiett V, ii, 170: it is the breaking time of day with me.’* 

111 Cannot outfy our appreheneions] Cannot escape our attention, cannot 
^ tq be fully appreciated by us. 

112 Much attribute he hath] Much (repute) is attributed to him. 
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Not virtuously on his own part beheld, ^ 

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss. 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him. 

We come to speak with him; and you shall not sin. 

If you do say we think him over-proud 
And underthonest; in self-assumption greater 120 

Than in the note of judgement; and worthier than 
himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on. 

Disguise the holy strength of their command, • 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add. 

That if he overhold his price so much, 

114 Not virtuously . . . hehdd[ Not viewed by himadf with befitting 
modesty. 

121 Than in the note of judgement] Than the verdict of good judges 
allows. 

121-126 wor^iier than himself . . . pettish lunes] The constiuctioicia ellip- 
the language obscure. Agamemncm bids Patrodus tell 
AchiUes thi^'^^l^n worthier than himself are wji^ching indulgently the 
rude aloofness h^*aasumes, are dissemUing the unblemished straigth 
of their command (or power), and with tolerant ccmsideration suffer 
his capricious moods of arrogance. Indeed, they are watching ha 
pettidi freaks of madness, etc. 

126 pettish lu/nes] Thus Hanmer. Tlie Fdios read pettish Jmeoi Um 
Quarto oousss, and time, **Lunes** is often found in the saase of 
freaks madness, though lines has beoi well defended as meaning 

as * 9f 

* caprices. 
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We ’ll none of him, but let him, like an engine iso 

Not portable, lie under this report: 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant:” tell him so. 

Patr. I shall; and bring his answer presently. [Exit. 

Agam. In second -^ice we’ll not be satisfied; 

We come to speak with him. Ulysses, enter you. 

t [Exit Ulysses. 

Ajax. What is he more than another ? 

AgIm. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much ? Do you not think he thinks 
himself a better man than I am ? i4i 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought and say 
he is? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong, as valiant, 
as wise, no less noble, much more gentle and altogether 
more tractable. 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow ? I know not what pride is. 

4c^am. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your vir¬ 
tues the fairer. He that is proud eats up him self: pride 
is his own glass, his own trumpet, hiMSwinT chromcIeT 
and whatever praises itself but in th^ deed, devours the 
deed in the pi'aise. 


1S8 fw do aUotoanoe giw] we reckon of worth. 

1S6 In second voice] By the voice oi a deputy. 

whatever ffoises . . . proMf] For Uiis denunciation of odd- 
{ffaise cf. 1, iii, 24lHMe, suyra, 
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Ajax. I do hate a proud man» as I hate the engen¬ 
dering of toads. 

Nest. [Aside] Yet he loves himself: is’t not strange? 

Re-enter Ulysses 


Ultss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. Wtiat’s his excuse? 

Ulyss. He doth rely on none. 

But carries on tfce stream of his dispose, 

Without observance or respect of any, leo 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. \^y will he not, upon our fair request. 

Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake 
only 

He makes important; possess’d he is with greatness, 

And speaks not to himself but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath: imagined worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse 


That ’twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages i 

And batters down himself: what sho^d I say ? 

Ik'"“i * 

-11 . 7T ._ , II .. . 

154-155 the enffenderm^ the spawn. 

150 dis^^se] disposition. 

161 In will 'pectMar . . . sdf-edmisswn] At his personal choice and 
arbitrary self-assertion. 

167 quarrels at sdf-hreath] quarrels with himsdf, with his own utterances. 

168 Holds . . , discourse] Rouses in his Uood such heated controversy. 
160-171 *iwixt . . t baUers dovm kimsdf] Cf. J%d, Cess,, 11, i, 67-60: 

**the state ai man. Like to a litUe kingdom, suR^ then The nature 
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He is so plaguy proud that the death-tokens of it 
Cry “5lo recovery.” 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 

’T is said he holds you well, and will be led 
At your request a little from himself. 

UiiYss. O Agamemnon, let it not be soi 
We ’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles. Shall the, proud lord 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam, iso 

And njver suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, save such as do revolve 
And ruminate Mmself, shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired, 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is. 

By going to Achilles: 

That were to enlard his fat-already pride, iso 

And add more coals to Cancer when he burns 

o&an insuirectioii.” Kingdom’d ** means after the manner of a king¬ 
dom (rent by civil strife). * , . 

172 deathr-tokens] small dark spots, which were reck'^.^^ fatal symptoms 
in sufferers from the plague. Cf. Ant. and^CLAp.t III, x, 9-10: *‘like 
, the tokened petAilmoe Where death is sure.’* 

180 deqm] lard, fat Cf. line 190, infra: *‘to enlard his /of-already pride.” 
182-183 revolve And ruminate himedf] revolve about and ruminate upon 
himself. 

184 Of that we hokQ By the man whom we hold. 

188 stale] cheapen. 

190 enlard . . . ffide] Cf. line 180, supra. 
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With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid. 

And say in thunder “Achilles go to him.’* 

Nest. [Aside] O, this is well; he rubs the vein of him. 
Dio. [Aside] And how his silence drinks up this ap¬ 
plause ! 

Ajax. If J go to him, with my armed fist 
1*11 pash him o’er the face. 

Aoam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An a* be proud with me, I ’ll pheeze his pride: 
Let me go to him. ' 201 

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow! 

Nest. [Aside] How he describes himself! 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. [Aside] The raven chides blackness. 

Ajax. I’ll let his humours blood. 

Agam. [Adde] He will be the physician that should be 
the patient. 

Ajax. An all men were o’ my mind, — *10 

192 Hyperion] the sun; cf. Hamlet^ I, ii, 140, and Hen. V, IV, i, 271. 

108 pash] strike. Thus the Folios. The Quartos read pusl^. Cf. 

V, V, *10. 

200 pheeze] whip^^^% with a whip. Cf. T. of Shrew, lnducHon,Iyi: *T*U ' 
pheeze you, i* faitfe’^ 

202 Nci for .. . quarrel] Not for the value of all that we are luting for. 

206 The raven chides blackness] A variant of the proverb. The kettle 
the pot Uadc. 

207 let his humours ftfood] cure by bleeding his morbid temper. A popih 
lar collectior^f epigrams by Samuel Rowlands, which went tfaioi^ 
four editions between 1600 and 1611 was called The LebUng of 
mows Blood in the headrvaine. 
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Ult9S. [Aside^ Wit would be out of fashion. 

Ajax. A’ should not bear it so, a’ should eat swords 
first: shall pride carry it? 

Nest. [Awfo] An ’t would, you ’Id carry half. 

Ulyss. [Aside] A’ would have ten shares. 

Ajax. 1 will knead him. I’ll make him supple. 

Nest. [Aside] He’s dot yet through warm: force him 
with praises: pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. 
Ulyss. [To Agamemnon] My lord, you deed too much 
on this dislike. 

NES't. Our noble general, do not do so. ««o 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ulyss. Why, ’t is this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — but’t is before his face; 

I will be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with 
us! Would he were a Trojan! 

Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now — 

Ut^yss. If he were proud, — «30 

Dio. Or covetous of praise, —» 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne,— 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected*! 

■■j;.. I :i. .. 

S14 ten eharea] ten times the amount. 

217 through warm] thoroughly warm, warm all through. 
foree] cram; like the Ffmch *‘famr.” 
palter] equivocate, prevaricate. Cf. V, ii, 48, infra, 
surly home] disposed to surlinem. 

Or strcmge, or adf^ffected] Or distant or self-conceited. 
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Ultss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art o^ sweet 
composure; " 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck: 
Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-famed beyond, beyond all erudition: 

But he that disciplined thine arms to fight. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 

And give him half: and, for thy vigour, «40 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines ' 

Thy spacious and dilated parts: here’s Nestor, 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise; 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax’, and your brain so temper’d. 

You should not have the eminence of him. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father? «fio 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

Dio. Be ruled by him. Lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here; the hart Acjiilles 
Keeps thicke t. Please it our great general 
To call togethci;^all his state of war: 

Fresh kings are dome to Troy: to-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 


241 MUo] A type of athletic strength in classical mythology. Cf. Ovid*s 
Metam., XV^229, aeq. 
his oddiHon] his title, reputation. 

243 bourn] boundaiy. 
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And her^ ’s a lord, come knights from east to west. 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep: 

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 
deep. 




ACT.THIRD —SCENE I —TROY 
A ROOM IN PRIAM’S PALACE 

i 

Enter Pandabus and a Servant 

Pandarus 

RIEND, YOU, PRAY YOU, 
a word: do you not follow the 
young Lord Paris? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes 
before me. 

Pan. You depend upon him, 

I mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon 
the Lord. * 

Pan. You depend upon a 
noble gentleman; I must needs 
praise him. 

Serv. The Lord be praised! 
Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. Raith, sir, superficially. w 

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the Lord Pan¬ 
darus. 
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Serv^ I hope I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. 

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and lordship are 
my titles. [Jfimc within] What music is this ? 

Serv. 1 do but partly know, sir: it is music in parts. 
Pan. Know you the musicians ? * 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? * *o 

Serv. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

• Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another: I am 
too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose request 
do these men play ? 

Serv. That's to *t, indeed, sir: marry, sir, at the re¬ 
quest of Paris my lord, who is there in person; with him, 
the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love’s in¬ 
visible soul. s« 

Pan^ Who, my cousin Cressida? 

12-16 I hope I shall know are my iitles] There is quibbling here. 
The servant first expresses a hope for Pdndarus* spiritual better¬ 
ment, and consolingly reflects that he is already in a state of grace, 
i. a., in the way of salvation. Thereupon Pandarus deprecates any 
claim to be addressed by the clerical title of *‘Your grace.” 

17 music in parts] concerted music. Cf. line 47, infra: “broken music.” 

29 io% to the point. 

81-82 love*8 invisible soul] the soul of (the goddess of) love, which mortal 
eye cannot see. 
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Sebv. No, sir, Helen: could not you find outthat by 
her attributes ? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen 
the Lady Cressida, I come to speak with Paris from the 
Prince Troilus: I will make a complimental assault 
upon him, for my business seethes. 89 

Serv. SSdden business! tfiere’s a stewed phrase 
indeed! 

Enter Pabib ani Helen, attended 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all Hhis fair 
company! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide 
them! especially to you, fair queen! fair thoughts be * 
your fair pillow! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin: and, by my life, you 
shall make it whole again; you shall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance. Nell, he is full of harmony. 50« 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, — ^ 

Pan. Rude, in sOoth; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord! well, you say so in fits. 


S9 seethes] is at boiling point, is urgent. 

40 Sodden business . . . phrase] an indelicate quibble on modes of curing 
venereal disease by means of sweating. 

47 broken music] ‘"music in parts,” arranged for various instruments. 
Cf. line \f, supra. 

84 in fis] capriciously, with a quibble on “fit” in the sense of a “stave” 
of a song. 
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Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen. My 
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we ’ll hear 
you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. 
But, marry, thus, my lord: my dear lord, and most 
esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — * 6i 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus; honey-sweet lord, — 
Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to: — commends him¬ 
self most affectionately to you — 

Heliin. You shall not bob us out of our melody: if 
you do, our melancholy upon your head! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that’s a sweet 
queen, i’ faith. 

Helen, And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn; that shall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such words; no, 
no. And, my lord, he desires you, that if the king call 
for him at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus, — 74 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, my very very sweet 
queen ? * 

Par. What exploit ’s in hand? where sups he to¬ 
night ? 

Helen. Nay, but, my lord, — 

Pan. What, says my sweet queen ? My cousin will 


57 hedge us oi/f] bar us out, keep us from your song. 

65 bob us] dodge us, trick us. Cf. II, i, 67, supra, and note. 
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fall out with you. You must not know where he 
sups. 80 

Par. I’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter; you are wide: come, 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I’ll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay> good my lord. Wky should you say Cres¬ 
sida ? no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. I spy.f 

Pan. You spy! what do you spy ? Come, give me 
an instrument. Now, sweet queen. ^ 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. oo 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you , 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He! no, she ’ll none of him; they two are twain. 
Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. 

Pan. Come, come, I ’ll hear no more of this; I ’ll sing 
you a song now. 9o 

80 You must n(4 know . . . sups] Hanmer rightly makes these words part 

of Fandarus* speech. The old editions give them to Helen. 

81 my disposer] The expression has been explained as *‘she who has the 

disposal of me, she who can make me do anything.” But **disposed” 
is dften found (cf. L. L. X., 11, i, 249, V, ii, 466) in the sense ctf ”dis> 
posed to more or less licentious merriment.” Paris may be merely de¬ 
scribing Cressida as she who makes merriment for him. ^ 

87 I spy] the cry of children playing ”hide and seek.” 

95 twain] at vaqimoe, at enmity. 

96-97 Falling in .. . three] Lovers* reconciliation may lead to the 
begetting of a child. 
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Heleij. Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth, sweet 
lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love: this love will undo us 
all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan. Love! ay, that it shall, i’ faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, Idve, love, nothing but love. 

Pan, In good troth, it begins so. [/Smgrj. 

Love, love, nothing but love, still more! 

For, O, love’s bow 

Shoots buck and doe: iio 

The shaft confounds. 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers ciy Oh! oh! they die: 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill. 

Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 

So dying love lives still: 

Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha! 

Oh! oh! groans out for ha! ha 1 ha! 

Heigh-ho! 120 

Helen. In love, i* faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par.* He eats nothing but doves, love, and that breeds 

hot blood, and hot blood begets hof thoughts, and hot 

thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 

— • 

101 a fm forehead\ a sign of manly beauty, here implying the possession 
of rare accomplishments. 

102 Ai/f you mayt you may] A colloquialism for “you are pleased to jest 
at me.” Cf. Cor., II, iii, S4: **you mayt you may** 

111*113 The ehaft confounds . . . iicHes] The shaft annoys, not be¬ 
cause it wounds, but because it tickles. 

115 ^ wound, to kUl] the mortal wound. 
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Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, hot 
thoughts and hot deeds ? Why, they are vipers: is love 
a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who’s afield to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have armed to-day, 
but my Nell would not have it so. How chance my 
brother Troilus went not ? i8i 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something: you know all, 
Lord Pandarns. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. I long to hear how 
they sped to-day. You’ll remember your ^brother’s 
excuse ? 

Par. To a hair. , 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [ExU. 140 

[A retreat sounded. 

Par. They ’re come from field: let us to Priam’s hall. 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles. 

With these your white enchanting fingers touch’d. 

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel ^ 

Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, — disarm great Hector. 

126 they are vipers] Cf. Acts xxyiii, 3: ** there came a viper out of the 
heat.” 

127 a generation of vipers] Cf. Matthew iii, 7: **0 generation of vipers'* 

132 hangs the lip] a sign of anno^ranoe. 

145 more obey] yield more easily. 

147 the island kings] the kings from the islands of Greece. 
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Helen. ’T will make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris; 

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 150 

Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II —AN ORCHARD TO PANDARUS’ HOUSE 

I* 

Enter Pandabus and Troilus* Boy, meeting 

Pan. How now! where’s thy master ? at my cousin 
Cressida’s ? 

Boy. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 
Pan. O, here he comes. 

Enter Troilus 


How now, how now! 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Boy. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door. 

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, lo 

And give me swift transportance’to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily-beds 

150 more palm] more gloiy or triumph. 

8-10 I dalk . . . Charon] Cf. Ri^. Ill, I, iv, 44-6: “my soul, Who 
pass’d, methougfat, the melancholy flood. With that grim ferryman 
which poets write of.” 
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Proposed for the deserver! O gentle Pandarus^ 

From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings. 

And fly with me to Cressid! 

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard, I ’ll bring her straight. 

[Exit, 

Tro. I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 

The imaginary relish is so sweet 

That it enchants my sense: what will it be, 

When that the watery palates taste indeed 
Love’s thrice repured nectar ? death, I fear me, 

Swounding destruction, or some joy too fine, « 

Too subtle-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness. 

For the capacity of my ruder powers: 

I fear it much, and I do fear besides 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys. 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 


Re-enter Pandakus 

Pan. She’s making her ready, she ’ll come straight: 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches 
her wind so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite: 

16 the orchard\ the garden; a common usage. 

20 watery ‘palaUe^ the palates which water for, or strongly crave, fulfilment 

of desire. 

21 thrice repured\ thrice refined. Thus the Quartos. The Folios read 

thrice reputed. 

22 Swounding} a common form of swooning. 

26 distinction in iny joys] discrimination of my joys. 

27 a battle . . . heaps] men of a battalion when they charge en masse, 
81 frayed toith a sprite] frightened by a ghost. 
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I’ll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain: she fetches 
her breath as short as a new-ta’en sparrow. [Exit. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse; 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 

Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. » 

Re-enter Pandarus with Cressida 

• 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame’s a 
baby. Here she is now: swear the oaths now to her 
that you have sworn to me. What, are you gone again ? 
,you must be watched ere you be made tame, must you ? 
Come your ways, come your ways; an you draw back¬ 
ward, we’ll put you i’ the fills. Why do you not speak 
to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and let’s see your 
picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to offend 
daylight! an’t were dark, you’Id close sooner. So, 
so; rub on, and kiss the mistress. How now! a kiss in 


35 thicker] faster, more tempestuously. 

36 their Resuming] their control, their use. 

42 watched . . . tame] hawks were tamed by being watched, i. kept 
from sleep. Cf. OtheUOf 111, iii, 23: **1 ’ll watch him tame.” 

44 i* the fUls] in the shafts. • 

48 ruh on . mistress] terms in bowls. “Rub” means to come into 
contact with some obstacle. It is not infrequently a preliminary to 
“hitting the jack,” an achievement colloquially termed “kissing the 
mistress.” 

4Sr4i9 a kiss in fee-farm . . . sw^] “Fee-farm” meant full ownership. 
Pandarus means that Troilus has full right to kiss; the land—‘the 
sweet environment — is his own, to build on as he pleases. 
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fee-farm! build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. Nay, 
you shall fight your hearts out ere I part you. *The fal¬ 
con as the tercel, for all the ducks i' the river: go to, 
go to. 5* 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but she’ll 
bereave yqu o’ the deeds too, if she call your activity in 
question. What, billing again? Here’s “In witness 
whereof the p^,rties interchangeably ” — Come in, come 
in: I ’ll go get a fire. [ExU, 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? • sd 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus! 

Cres. Wished, my lord ? — The gods grant — O my, 
lord! 

Tro. What should they grant? what makes this 
pretty abruption? What too curious dreg espies my 
sweet lady in the fountain of our love? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have ejres. 

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubins; they never see 
truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer 
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear: to 
fear the worst oft fures the worse. 70 


51 The falcon as the tercel] Pandarus confidently wagers that the falcon, 
the male hawk, will prove a match for the tercel, the female 
hawk. 

56 hUlin^] a quibble. The word is used of birds joining bills as a mode , 

of courtship; but here suggests signing bills or legal deeds. 

57 **ImuUness*', . . interchingeahly**] The formal declaration usually 

concluding covenants, to which both parties put their seal. 

6S abruption] abrupt break. 
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Tro. ,0, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Cupid’s 
pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow 
to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers; think¬ 
ing it harder for our mistress to devise imposition enough 
than for us to undergo Any difficulty imposed. This is 
the monstruosity in love, lady, that the will is infinite and 
the execution confined, that the desire is Jboundless and 
the act a slave to limit. so 

Cres.* They say, all lovers swear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they 
never perform, vowing more than the perfection of ten, 
and discharging less than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of lions and the act of hares, are 
they not monsters? 

Tro. Are there such ? such are not we: praise us as 
we are tasted, allow us as we prove; our head shall go 
bare till merit crown it: no perfection in reversion shall 
have a praise in present: we will not name desert before 
his birth, and, being bom, his addition shall be humble. 
Few '^ords to fair faith: Troilus shall be such to Cressid 
as what envy can say worst shall be a mock for his 
truth, and what truth can speak truest, not truer than 
Troilus. • 85 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

77 undergo any diffmdty] undertake any difficult task. 

88 allow US as we prove] approve or commend us as we stand the test. 

91 his addition . . . hwnible] we will give it (i. e., merit) no pompous titles. 
98-94 what envy . . . iruth] the worst that malice can do is to ridicule 
him for his constancy. 
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Re-enter PANDARtis *’ 

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you not done talk¬ 
ing yet? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 
you. 100 

Pan. I thank you for that: ‘if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me. Be true to my lord: if he 
flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages; your uncle’s 
word and my firm faith. ' 

Pan. Nay, I’ll give my word for her too: our kin¬ 
dred, though they be long ere they are wooed, they are * 
constant being won: they are burs, I can tell you; 
they’ll stick where they are thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart. no 

Prince Troilus, I have loved you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won: but I was won, my lord, 
With the first glance that ever — pardon me; . , 

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: in faith, I lie; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools 1 180 

Why have I blabb’d ? who shall be true to us, . ' 


108-109 they are hure . . . thrown] Cf. Meae. for Meas., IV, Ui, 178; 
am a kind of burr; I shall stick** 
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When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 

But, though I loved you well, I woo’d you not; 

And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man, 

Or that we women had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 

For in this rapture I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repeat. See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel! Stop my mouth. iso 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 
Pan.* Pretty, i’ faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me; 

’T was not my purpose thus to beg a kiss: 

1 am ashamed; O heavens! what have 1 done ? 

For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning — 

Cres. Pray you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, lady ? i40 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try: , 

I have a kind of self resides with you. 

But an unkind self that itself wiH leave 
To be another’s fool. I would be gone: 

Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

129 Cunning\ Pope’s correction of the old reading Comming. 

130 My very «otd o/ counaeQ The very essence of my secret thought. 

144 / have . . . uiih yow] Cf, Sonnet cxxxiii, 13-14: “for I, being pent 

in thee, Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.” 
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Tro. Well know they what they speak that speak so 
wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than 
love, 

And fell so roundly to a large confession i50 

To angle for your thoughts: but you are wise; 

Or else you*, love not, for to be*vvise and love 
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. O that I thought it could be in a woman — 

As, if it can, I will presume in you — 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; ' 

To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 

Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays! 

Or that persuasion could but thus convince me, leo 

That my integrity and truth to you 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of such a winnowed purity in love; 

How were I then uplifted! but, alas! 

I am as true as truth’s simplicity. 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I’ll war with you. ^ 

150 roundlyl openly, without reserve. 

151-153 y(yu are wise . . . gods above] apparently a paraphrase of the 
Latin maxim, **Amare et sapere vix deo conceditur.*' (*'To love and 
be wise is a capacity hardly allotted to a god.”) **0 else” had the 
unusual force here of “And if it be so.” For “Or else you love not,” 
Ciessida means “That is to say you cue not in love.” 

157 in plighi] in glpod condition. 

16£-ld3 Might be affronted . . . 'purity in hv^ Might be confronted or 
matched with an equal force of such sifted purity of love. 
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Tro. , O virtuous fight. 

When right with right wars who shall be most right! 
True swains in love shall in the world to come 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath and big compare, I7i 

Want similes, truth tired with iteration, 

“As true as steel, as plahtage to the moon, • 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centra,” 

/et, after all comparisons of truth, 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

“As true as Troilus” shall crown up the verse 
%-nd sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, iso 

When time is old and hath forgot itself. 

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 

And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up. 

And mighty states characterless are grated 
lo dusty nothing, yet let memory. 

From false to false, among false maids in love, 

173 09 flBniage to the moon] as the vegetable world is dependent on the 
moon’s induence. Plants were supposed to wax and wane with the 
waxing and waning of the moon. 

175 adamant] the loadstone or magnet. * 

09 earth to the centre] The earth filled the central place in the solar 
system, according to the old astronomy. Cf. 1, iii, 85, supra, and 
* note. 

177-178 Ae tndh*9 . . . wreej Troilus means that the proverb “As 
true as Troilus’* shaU complete or round off the poetic protestation, 
and shall be cited as the word of an author of irrefutable truth. 

184 charactedess] without leaving records or traces. 
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Upbraid my falsehood! when they’ve said ‘‘asrfalse 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 

As fox to lamb, or wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son,” iw 

*‘Yea,” let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

“As false as Cressid.” 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; I ’ll be 
the witness. Here I hold your hand; here my cousin’s. 

If ever you prove false one to another, since I have 
taken such pains to bring you together, let all pitiful 
goers-between be called to the world’s end after my 
name; call them all Pandars; let all constant men be 
Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and all brokers-‘ 
between Pandars! Say “amen.” 200 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber 
with a bed; which bed, because it shall not speak of 
your pretty encounters, press it to death: away! 

[Exeunt Tro. and Cres. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here 
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! , [ Exit . 

190 stepdame to her son] A stepmother was traditionally reckoned a crud 
tyrant. 

191 ^ick] stab, kill. 

S05 press it to death] a jesting rderence to the crud punidm^nt oi 
pressing to death accused persons who refused to plead. Cf. Much 
Ado, m, i, 76, and note. 
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SCENE in —THE GRECIAN CAMP 

Flounah, Enter Agamennon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor, Ajax, 

Menelaus, and Calchas 

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind 
That, through the sight I bear in things*to love, 

I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession, 

Incurr’dT a traitor’s name; exposed myself. 

From certain and possess’d conveniences. 

To doubtful fortunes; sequestering from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom and condition 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature. 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit. 

Out of those many register’d in promise. 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

3 Appear it] Make it manifest. , 

4 through the eight . . . love] a most difficult passage which can only 

mean, as it stands, in conflict with the conteict: through the insight 
I possess as to what things deserve love or regard.** If the comma 
after love be transferred to follow things, the meaning might be that 
Calchas through his insight has abandoned Troy to the dominion of 
love, to the consequences of Helen's amours with Paris. The sen< 
tence with this punctuation is hardly made plainer by substituting 
(with Johnson) Jove for love. The Fourth Folio reads things to 
come (t. e., futurity) for things to love. This is a reasonable 
sim|dification. 
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Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan ? ^ make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, caird Antenor, 
Yesterday took; Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you — often have you thanks therefore — *o 
Desired my Cressid in right great exchange, 

Whom Troy hath still denied: *but this Antenor, 

I know, is such a wrest in their affairs, 

That their negotiations all must slack, 

Wanting his manage; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, ^ 

In change of him: let him be sent, great princes. 

And he shall buy my daughter; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him, so 

And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange: 

Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge; Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake; and *t is a burtljen 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exeunt Diomedee and Calchae. 

21 in right great exchange] by exchanging her for a prisoner of real 
nence in your hands. 

28 a wrest] literally the tuning key of a lute; here, a wise moderating 
influence. Cf. I, iii, 157, supra^ ** o*er~wreiied,** 

90 In mod accepted pain] In lal^ur whidb 1 have dieerfuUy undertaken; 
**acoepte<H' means ** acceptable." 
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^rder Achilles and Patboclub, before their tent 

Ulysb. Achilles stands i* the entrance of his tent: 
Please it our general pass strangely by him. 

As if he were forgot; and, princes all, 40 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: 

I will come last. *T is like he ’ll question file 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him: 

If so, I have derision medicinable,. * 

To use between your strangeness and his pride, 

Which nis own will shall have desire to drink. 

It may do good: pride hath no other glass 
• To show itself but pride, for supple knees 
Feed arrogance and are the proud man’s fees. 

Aoam. We’ll execute your purpose and put on fio 
A form of strangeness as we pass along; 

So do each lord, and either greet him not 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me ? 
You know my mind; I’ll fight no more ’gainst Troy. 
Agmlm. What says Achilles ? would he au^t with us ? 
Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the general ? 
Achil. No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. * 60 

Aqam. The better. [Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 

4S Whgstudi . . . ankm\ The old ^itions add to the line the words 
fum'd on him^ obvkitidy a ^oss which has accidentally crept into the 
text; “implansive" means *'disapproving." 

45 strangeness] distant attitude, bearing of aloofness. 
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Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you? how do you? \ExU. 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus! 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow. * 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [ExU, 

Achil. 'What mean these fellows? Know they not 
Achilles ? to 

Path. They pass by strangely: they were'^ used to 
bend. 

To send their smiles before them to Achilles, 

To come as humbly as they used to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 

’T is certain, greatness, once fall’n out with fortune. 
Must fall out with men too: what the declined is. 

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others 
As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies. 

Show not their mealy wings but to the summer; 

And not a man, for being simply man, so 

Hath any honour, hut honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, and favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 

The love that lean’d on them as slippery too, 

70 mmify wing^ wings looking as if they were covered with mesal*dust 
or flour. The butterfly is consequently called the **miller’* in some 
provincial dialects. 


[ 96 ] 



SCENE m TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


Do one pluck down another and toother 
Die in me fall. But’t is not so wim me: 

Fortune and I are friends: I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess, 

Save these men’s looks; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyssesift 
I’ll interrupt his reading. 

How now, Ulysses! * 

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis’ son! 

AchiIj. What are you reading ? 

Ulyss. A strange fellow here 

, Writes me: “That man, how dearly ever parted, 

How much in having, or without or in, 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 

As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver.” 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses, 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To ofiiers’ eyes: nor doth the eye,itself, 

That most pure spirit of sense, behold itself, 

Not going from itself; but eye to.eye opposed 

80 Al ample point] In ample measure. 

96-07 how dearly or witkoiU or in] however richly endowed, how* 

ever mudh he have of external bodily gifts or internal mental ones. 
105<-166 To othere* . . . bekdd itself] These lines are found only in the 
Quutos. They are omitted from the Folios. 

106 rpirit of sense] used of the hand, supra, I, i, 57. 
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Salutes each other with each other’s form: 

For speculation turns not to itself, 

Till it hath travell’d and is mirror’d there no 

Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all. 

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position — 

It is familiar — but at the author’s drift; 

Who in his circumstance expretisly proves 
That no man is the lord of any thing. 

Though in and of him there be much consisting, 

Till he communicate his parts to others; 

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught,* 

Till he behold them formed in the applause 

Where they ’re extended; who, like an arch, reverberates , 

The voice again; or, like a gate of steel i*i 

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much nipt in this; 

And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there! a very horse; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 
there are, 

109 sTpeevlaJtion\ power <A vision. t 

no mirror* Singer's emendation of the old reading married (i. e. 

closely joined, gathered together), which is less satisfactory. 

114 hia circumstance] the detail of his argument. 

120 who] The antecedent would seem to be ^"applause** of line 119* 
**who'* is used for “which.” 

125 The tmknovm Ajcuc] Ajax unknown, untried in competition intii ^ 
others. 

125-13S The^hknown . . . fodb] The Folios arrange the lines here thus. 
The Quartos make line 127 {Nature . . . are) the shmrt line of the 
passage. 
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Most abject iu regard and dear in use! 

What things again most dear in the esteem 

And poor in worth! Now shall we see to-morrow — iso 

An act that very chance doth throw upon him — 

Ajax renown’d. O heavens, what some men do. 

While some men leave to do! 

How some men creep is skittish fortune’s hall, 

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes! 

How one man eats into another’s pride, • 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness! 

To see iSiese Grecian lords! Why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder. 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast 140 

And great Troy shrieking. 

Achil. I do believe it; for they pass’d by me 
As misers do by beggars, neither gave to me 
Good word nor look: what, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

128 MoH abject . . . use] Of most contemptible value, but excessively 
useful. 

l 9 ir~lS 598 ome men creep ... in her eyes] Some are slow in attracting the 
protecting favours of fickle Fortune. Others, though perfect idiots, 
bask in the sunshine of her eyes. 

137 While pride . . . wcmtonness] While pride is capriciously abstaining 
from the active ^ertion (which might lend it sustenance). For the 
Quarto reading fasting^ the Folios awkwardly substitute feasting. 

180 dap ... on the shoulder] boisterously applaud. 

141 shrieking] Thus the Quarto. The Folios read, less vividly, shnnking. 
148->160 Time hath ... As done] In Spenser's Faerie Q-ueene^ VT, viii, 23 
and 24, the lady Mirabel! is said to carry a wallet at her back, wherein 
she puts **repentaunoe for things past and gon.*’ 

[99] 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA act in 


A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 

Those scraps are good deeds past, which arc devour’d 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done: perseverance, dear my lord, 150 

Keeps honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way; 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one btit goes abreast: keep then the path; 

For emulation hath a thousand sons 
That one by one pursue: if you give way, ^ 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 

Like to an enter’d tide they all rush by 

And leave you hindmost: I60 

Or, like a gallant horse fall’n in first rank. 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O’er-run and trampled on: then what they do in present. 
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours; 

For time is like a fashionable host 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand, 

And with his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly. 

Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles, 

150 jieTaeveranc^ The accent is on the second syllable. Shakespeare 
uses the word only here and in Mad>., IV, iii, 93. 

152 mail\ coat of armour; Pope's spelling of the original reading male. 

160 hindmost] Thus the Folios. The Quarto reads, unintelligibly, him, 
most, then. 

161-163 Or, like . . . trampled on] Thus the Folios. Ihe Quartos mnit 
these woads. 

162 the abjeet rear] Hanmer's correction of the meaningless Folio reading 
abjeet, neere (or near). 
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And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; 170 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature mnkes the whole world kin; 

That all with one consent praise new-born gawds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things past, 

And give to dust that is a little gilt 
More IfAid than gilt o’er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: iso 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man. 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 

And still it might, and yet it may again. 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive 
And case thy reputation in thy tent, 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these field of late. 

Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods themselves. 
And drave great Mars to faction. 


175 One Umch of nature . . . kin[ In this oft-quoted line touch*’ is 
used in the ordinary sense of spark, or*smack. Cf. IV, ii, 96, infra: 
** touch of consanguinity/* and Macb.^ IV, ii, 9: **Ke wants the natural 
toudi.** It is unsatisfactory to interpret ** touch** as **defect,’* i. e., 
the defect of running after what is new. 

176 gawds] toys, trifles. 

179 giU o*er-dusted\ gold covered with dust (of antiquity). 

IS9 Made emulous Tnissions . . . themsdves] Excited jealousies among 
the gods, which led to their intervention. ** Missions,’* doubtless memia 
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Achil. Of this my privacy m 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical: 

’T is known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 

Achil. - *Ha! known? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ? 

The providence that’s in a watchful state 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold. 

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps, ' 

Keeps place with thought, and almost like the gods 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery, with whom relation 
Durst never meddle, in the soul of state; 

Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expressure to; 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy 
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord; 

diplomatic n^otiations or despatches. Some modem editors read 
scissions or divisions. 

194 one of Priam's daughters] Poljxena (see line 208, infra)^ - /ho was 
betrothed to Achilles. At the ceremony of the wedding Achilles was 
slain by the bride’s brother Paris. 

106 providence] foresight. 

107 every grain of Phitus* gcM] The Quartos have m^vly everr^Hng. 
The Folios read wery grains of Plvtoes gold. A similar confusion of 
Plutus and Pluto occurs in the Folio text of J%d. Cees.t IV, iii, 102: 
“dearer than Pluto's (for Plutus*s) mine.** 

198 uncompnbiensive] incomprehensiUe, mysterious. 

200 cradles] The word must be pronounced tzisyUabicafly. 

201 rehtion] nArratioQ, report. 
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And better would it fit Achilles much 
To throw down Hector than Polyxena: 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 

When fame shall in our islands sound her trump; «io 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing 
“Great Hector’s sister did Achilles win, 

But our great Ajax bravdy beat down him.” « 

Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak; 

The fool slides o’er the ice that you should«break. [Exit, 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moved you: 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loathed than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this; 

They think my little stomach to the war ««o 

And your great love to me restrains you thus: 

Sweet, rouse yourself, and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him. 
Achil. 1 see my reputation is at stake; 

My fame is shrewdly gored. , 

Patr. O, then, beware; 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves: 
Omission to do what is necessary ^ 

SOS Pyrrhui\ Achilles* son, hy Deidameia, a prinoess ol Scyros. After 
fatlier*s death he was summoned to the Trojan war and took a 
prominent part in the final episode of the siege of Troy. See note on 
IV, V, 142, infra. 
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Seals a commission to a blank of danger; , 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in die sun. 

Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus; 

I’ll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat 
To see us here unarm’d: I hdve a woman’s longing. 

An appetite that I am sick withal. 

To see greatc-Hector in his weeds of peace; 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage, «40 

Even to my full of view. — A labour saved! 

Enter Thersites 

f) 

Ther. a wonder! 

Achil. What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for 
himself. 

Achil. How so? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector, 
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 9m 

Ther. Why, a* stalks up and down like a peacock, — 
a stride and a stand: ruminates like*an hostess that 
hath no arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckon¬ 
ing : bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should say 

231 Seals a commission . . . danger] Gives danger a blank charter duly • 
sealed, j^anger may fill up the blank instrument with any dananda 
it pleases to insert. 

241 to my fvll of view] till my vision is comjdetely satined. 

254 a politic regard] a cunning look. 
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“There were wit in this head, an *t would out:” and so 
there is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, 
which will not show without l^ocking. The man un¬ 
done for ever; for if Hector break not his neck i* the 
combat, he’ll break ’t himself in vain-glory. He knows 
not me: I said “Good morrow, Ajax;” and he replies 
“Thanks, Agamemnonf ’ What think you of this man, 
that takes me for the general ? He’s grown a very land- 
fish, languageless, a monster. A plaguetof opinion! a 
man may wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin. £64 
Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

Ther. Who, I? why, he’ll answer nobody; he pro¬ 
fesses not answering: speaking is for beggars; he wears 
his tongue in’s arms. I will put on his presence: let 
Patroclus make demands to me, you shall see the pageant 
of Ajax. £69 

Achil. To him, Patroclus: tell him I humbly desire 
the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous Hector to 
come unarmed to my tent, and to procure safe-conduct 
for his person of the magnanimous and most illustri¬ 
ous syc-or-seven-times-honoured captain-general of the 
Grecian army, Agamemnon, et cetera. Do this. 

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax! 

Ther. Hum! 

Patr. 1 come from the worthy Achilles, — 

Ther. Ha! £79 

26£-e6S He*s grown ... a monster] Apparently a premonition of the 
ocmoeption of Caliban in The Tempest. 

£63 A pLagvs of opiniont] A plague on 8elf>conoeit (which Thersites 
judges to be capable of anything). 
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Path. Who most humbly desires you to invite Hector 
to his tent, — 

Ther. Hum! 

Path. And to procure safe-conduct from Agamemnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Path. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say you to’t? 

Ther. God ,be wi’ you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 289 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleveii of the 
clock it will go one way or other: howsoever, he shall 
pay for me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he’s out o’ tune thus. What music 
will be in him when Hector has knocked out his brains, 

I know not; but, I am sure, none, unless the fiddler 
Apollo get his sinews to make catlings on. 299 

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that’s 
the more capable cre^^ture. 

Achil. My mind is troubled like a fountain stirr’d. 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Pairoclus, 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that 1 might water an ass at it! I had rather 
be a tick iir% sheep than such a valiant ignorance. [ExU, 

299 cxtUinga] strings of catgut for the lyre. 

SOS capa^] intelligent. 


[ 106 ] 





ACT FOURTH —SCENE I—TROY 

A STREET 

Enters at (wis aide, ^Eneas, and Servant with a torch; at the other, 
Paris, Deiphobub, Antenor, Dioi^deb, and others, with 
torches 

Paris 




EE, HO! WHO IS THAT 
there ? 

Dei. It is the Lord iEneas. 
JEne. Is the prince there in 
person ? 

Had I so good occasion to lie 
long 

As you. Prince Paris, nothing 
but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my 
company. 

Dio. That’s my mind too. 
Good morrow, Lord iEneas. 
Par. a valiant Greek, ^Eneas, — take his hand, — 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 

9 process] tenour. 
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You told how Diomed a whole week by days lo 

Did haunt you in the field. 

iENE. Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question of the gentle truce; 

But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Di6med embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long, health; 

But when contention and occasion meet, 

By Jove, I’ll play the hunter for thy life 
With all my force, pursuit and policy. ' 20 

^NE. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. In humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises* life. 

Welcome, indeed! By Venus’ hand I swear. 

No man alive can love in such a sort 
The thing he means to kill more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathise. Jove, let dSneas live. 

If to my sword his fate be not the gloiy, 

A thousand complete courses of the sun! 

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, so 

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow. 

^Ene. We know |;ach other well. 

Dio. We do; and long to know each other worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, 


10 a whtde week by days] day after day for a whole week. 

13 During tS question . . . tnwe] While friradly intercouTse lasts in ao> 
cordance with the terms of the truce. 

23-34 Anchises* . . . Venus*] respectively the father and mother d 
iBneas. 
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The nc^blest hateful love, that e'er I heard of. 

What business, lord, so early ? 

^Bne. I was sent for to the king; but why, 1 know 
not. 

Par. His purpose meets you: ’t was to bring this 
Greek 

To Calchas’ house; anfl there to render hirft, 

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid: 40 

Let's have your company, or, if you please. 

Haste there before us. I constantly do think. 

Or rather, call my thought a certain knowledge. 

My brother Troilus lodges there to-night: 

Rouse him and give him note of our approach. 

With the whole quality wherefore: I fear 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That I assure you: 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help; 

The bitter disposition of the time 50 

Will have it so. On, lord; we '11 follow you. 

dENf. Good morrow, all. [ExU with Servant. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed, faith, tell me true, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship. 

Who, in your thoughts, deserves fair Helen best, 

Myself or Menelaus? 

S5 hateftd\ full of hate. 

S8 His 'purpose meets you\ I as his messenger bring yon his meaning. 

42 I eonstatdly do think] I am firmly convinced. 

50 liUer disposition] desperate circumstances. 
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Dio. Both alike: ^ 

He merits well to have her that doth seek her. 

Not making any scruple of her soilure. 

With such a hell of pain and world of charge; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her, ao 

Not palating the taste of her dishonour. 

With such costly loss of wealth and friends: 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleased to breed out your inheritors: 

Both merits poised, each weighs nor less nor more. 

But he as he, the heavier for a whore. , 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio. She *s bitter to her country: hear me, Paris: 70 

For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain: since she could speak. 

She hath not given so many good words breath 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, ^ 
Dispraise the thing ihat you desire to buy: 


64 a fled tamed piece] a creature resembling wine from which the spirit pr 
goodness has fled. *‘Piece'* is used both for a cask of wine and for a 
woman of no account, a hussy. 

67-68 Both merits ... for a whore] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read 
which hBbvier for the heavier. Johnson substituted each for which. 
The meaning is that the merits of each, weighed one against the other, 
are equal. Each of the scales in which their merits axe w^^ed is 
discounted by the burden of a harlot. 
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But we in silence hold this virtue well. 

We ’ll not commend what we intend to sell. so 

Here lies our way. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II —COURT OP PANDARUS’ QOUSE 

Enter Troilus aTid Cressida 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn is cold. 
Cres.j» Then, sweet my lord, I ’ll call mine uncle down; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not; 

* To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes, 

And give as soft attachment to thy senses 
As infants’ empty of all thought! 

Gres. Good morrow, then. 

Tro. I prithee now, to bed. 

Gres. Are you a-weary of me ? 

Tro. O Cressida! but that the busy day. 

Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows, 

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, lo 
I wouM not from thee. 

Gres. Night hath been too brief. 

80 We*Unot ammend . . . Thus the old editions. Paris deprecates 
Dioootede’s vulgar depreciations of Helen with the assurance that the 
Trojans will not puff their wares like petty traders. Their value speaks 
for itsdf. Helen is not to be barter^ in the petty ways of trade. 

SHI give as soft attachment to ... As vn.fants*\ as gently arrest or seize 
upon thy senses as those of infants. ‘‘Attach" and “attachment** 
commonly had the significance of “ arrest** 
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Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venomous wights she 
stays 

As tediously as hell, but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 

You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres. Prithee, tarry: 

You men will never tarry. “ 

O foolish Cressid! I might have still held off, 

And then yoik)would have tarried. Hark! there’s one 
up. ^ 

Pan. [Within] What, ’s all the doors open here ? 

Tro. It is your uncle. 20 

Cres. A pestilence on him! now will he be mocking: . 
I shall have such a life! 

Enter Pandarus 

Pan. How now, how now! how go maidenheads ? 
Here, you maid! where’s my cousin Cressid ? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle! You bring me to do — and then you flout me 
too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? let her say c what: 
what have I brouglri; you to do ? 

Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart! you’ll ne’er 
be good, nor suffer others. so 

Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poor capocchia! 

12 venomous wights] miserable wretches, who harbour venomous or 
malignank^ thoughts. 

81 capocchia] Theobald*s correction of the old reading tkipockia. *‘Ca- 
poochio ’* is, according to Florio {Ital~Engl. Did., 1598), a common 
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SCENE It TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


hast not slept to-night ? would he not, a naughty man, 
let it sleep ? a bugbear take him! 

Ores. Did not I tell you ? would he were knock’d i* 
the head! [One knocks. 

Who’s that at doorP good uncle, go and see. 

My lord, come you again into my chamber. 

You smile and mock ntd, as if I meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha, ha! 

Cres. Come, you are deceived, I think of no such 
thing. [Knocking. 

How eaAiestly they knock! Pray you, come in: 40 

I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida, 
Pan. Who’s there ? what’s the matter ? will you beat 
down the door? How now! what’s the matter? 

Enter ^Eneas 

.^NE. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who’s there? my Lord iEneas! By my troth, 

I knew you not: what news with you so early ? 

^Ene. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pai^ Here! what should he do here ? 

.^ne. Come, he is here, my lord; do not deny him: 

It doth import him much to speak with me. so 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? ’t is more than I know, I ’ll 
be sworn: for my own part, I came in late. What 
should he do here ? 

JEne. Who! nay, then: come, come^ you’ll do him 

Italian word for a simpleton (*‘a shallow skonce, a loggerhead ^), but 
**Cap<^hia,*’ which has a physiological meaning, is probaUy right. 
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wrong ere you are ware: you’ll be so true to him, to be 
false to him: do not you know of him, but yet ^o fetch 
him hither; go. 

Re-enter Troilub 

Tro. How now! what’s the matter ? 
iENE. My lord, I scarce hav^ leisure to salute you. 
My matter is so rash: there is at hand 
Paris your brother and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian *Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver’d to us; and for him forthwith. 

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 

We must give up to Diomedes’ hand 
The Lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded ? 

^Ene. By Priam and the general state of Troy. 
They are at hand and ready to effect it. 

Tro. How my achievements mock me! 

I will go meet them: and, my Lord ^neas, 

We met by chance; you did not find me here. 

^Ene. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exeunt Troilus an^JEneae, 

—————— ^ 

55-56 you *llbe so true . . . know of him] in thinking to serve his interest, 
you are likely to do him harm; do not implicate yourself by admitting 
knowledge that he is here. 

60 rash] urgent 

67 the general dale] the general council. 

71 We met by chance . . . here] Troilus bids iBneas conceal the facts. 

72 the secrds of nature] the silent forces of nature. Thus the Folios. The 

Quartos read unsatisfactorily the secrets of neighbor Bandar. ** Secrets** 
is pronounced trisyllabically. 
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Pan. Is ’t possible? no sooner got but lost? The 
devil take Antenor! the young prince will go mad: a 
plague upon Antenor! I would they had broke’s neck! 

Re-enter Cressida 

Cres, How now ! what’s the matter ? who was here ? 
Pan. Ah, ah! • 

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where’s my 
lord ? gone! Tell me, sweet uncle, what’s the matter ? so 
Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as I am 
above! § 

Cres. O the gods! What’s the matter ? 

Pan. Prithee, get thee in: would thou hadst ne’er 
* been born! I knew thou wouldst be his death: O, poor 
gentleman! A plague upon Antenor! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I be¬ 
seech you, what’s the matter ? 

■ Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be gone; 
thou art changed for Antenor: thou must to thy father, 
and be gone from Troilus: *t will be his death; ’t will be 
his bane; he cannot bear it. 92 

Cres. O you immortal gods! I will not go. 

Pani Thou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father; 

I know no touch of consanguinity^ 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me 
As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine! 

, Make Cressid’s name the very crown of falsehood. 

If ever she leave Troilus! Time, force, and death, 100 

96 touch] smack. Cf. HI, iii, 175, supra, and note. 

99 erotcn] culminating point. 
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Do to this body what extremes you can; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it. I ’ll go in and weep, — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres. Tear my bright hair and scratch my praised 
• cheeks, * 

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. [Exeunt, 

V 

SCENE III —BEFORE PANDARUS’ HOUSE 

Enter Paris, Troilus, ^neas, Deiphobus, Antenor, 

and Diomedes 

Par. It is great morning, and the hour prefix’d 
For her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon: good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady what she is to do. 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk into her house; 

I ’ll bring her to the Grecian presently: 

And to his hand when I deliver her. 

Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [ExU. 

Par. I know what’t is to love; 

And would, as I shall pity, I could help 1 

Please you walk in, my lords. [Exeunt, 

105-104 the very centre ... to it] The theory of the earth’s grai^tatioo, 
though ult^ately established by Newton, was current in the popular 
natural philosophy of Shakespeare’s day. 

1 great morning] broad daylight. Cf. Cymh., IV, ii, 62. 
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SCENE IV - A ROOM IN PANDARUS^ HOUSE 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Gres. Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, . 

And violenteth in a sense as strong 

As that which causeth it: how can I moderate it? 

If I could temporise with my affection, 

Or brew ft to a weak and colder palate. 

The like allayment could I give my grief: 

JMy love admits no qualifying dross; 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. lo 

Enter Troilus 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. Ah, sweet ducks ! 
Gres. O Troilus! Troilus! [Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! Let me em¬ 
brace too. “O heart,” as the goodly saying is, 

“O heart, heavy heart. 

Why sigh’st thou without breaking?” 

where life answers again, 

“ Because thou canst not ease thy smart 
By friendship nor by speaking.” 

4-5 "iolenteth . . . canseth it] rages with all the strength of the love that 
causes it. Thus the Quartos. The Folios confusedly substitute no 
less for violenteth. 

14-19 “O heart** as the goodly saying is ... by speaking] clearly an old 
song; but its source has not been traced. 

19 By friendship nor by rpecMng] nciither by Platonic affection nor by 
mere words. 
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There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away noth¬ 
ing, for we may live to have need of such a verse: we see 
it, we see it. How now, lambs! 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a purity. 

That the blest gods, as angry with my fancy, 

More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips'blow to their deities* take thee from me. 

Cres. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, «y, ay, ay; ’t is too plain a case. 

Cres. And it is true that I must go from Troy ? 

Tro. a hateful truth. ^ 

Cres. What, and from Troilus too? so 

Tro. From Troy and Troilus. , 

Cres. Is it possible? 

Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath: 

We two, that with so many thousand sighs 

Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 

With the rude breyity and discharge of one. 40 

Injurious time now with a robber’s haste 

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how: 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven, 

23 strain*dl refined, purified. Cf. IV, y, 169, infra. Thus the Quartos. ^ 

The Fd|j|ps read strange. 

24 fancy] love, passion. 

85 aU rejoindure] all meeting again. 

86 emirasurea] embraces. 
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With distinct breath and consign’d kisses to them. 

He fum{>les up into a loose adieu, 

And scants us with a single famish’d kiss. 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

^Ene. [Within] My lord, is the lady ready ? 

Tro. Hark! you are call’d: some say the Genius so 
Cries “Come!” to him {hat instantly must die. so 

Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or 
my heart will be blown up by the root. [Exit. 

Cres. I must thea to the Grecians ? 

Tro. No remedy. 

• Cres. A woeful Cressid ’mongst the merry Greeks! 
When shall we see again ? 

Tro. Hear me, my love: be thou but true of heart. 
Cres. I true! how now! what wicked deem is this ? 
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 

For it is parting from us: 6o 

I speak not “be thou true,” as fearing thee; 

For I will throw my glove to Death himself, 

That there’s no maculation in thy heart: 

44 and cJhsign^d kisses to them\ and in addition to them kisses that are 
seals of fidelity. * 

47 Dietasted . . . tears] Made bitter to the taste by the salt of tears and 
sobs. Hms the Quartos. The Folios read Distasting for Didasted. 
49-60 {he Oenius] the demon or spirit which is supposed to attend 
eyery human being through life. Cf. Mad}.^ Ill, i, 66: **My 
Oenius is rebuked.” 

66 the merry Greeks] For the epithet cf. I, ii, 104, supra. 

68 deem] surmise, suspicion. 

62 timno my ghroe] give challenge, 
os maeiidsiiiofh] blemish. 


[ 119 ] 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA* act nr 


But “be thou true” say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true. 

And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be exposed, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent: but I’ll be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear this 
sleeve. * 

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 70 

Tro. I wiM corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. ^ 

But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens! “Be true” again! 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love: , 

The Grecian youths are full of quality; 

They’re loving, well composed with gifts of nature. 

And flowing o’er with arts and exercise: 

How novelties may move and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy — 

Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin — so 

Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens! you love me not. 

Tro. Die I a villain then! 

_ f 

64-65 to fashion in . . .* •prdestcdion] to harmonise or cohere with the 
protestation which follows. 

69 Wear this sleev^ A lady’s sleeve is very commonly mentioned as a token 
of a lady’s favour worn by her lover or knightly champion. A cuff or 
band attached to the sleeve is probably meant. 

75 fun of quality] of fine condition, highly accomplished. ^ 

76-77 They kre loving . . . exercise] The Quartos omit line 76 (TAey’rs 
loving . . . nature) and read sweUing for flawing in line 77, 
the Folios have Flawing (an obvious misprint) and swelling, 

78 •parts with person] accomplishments with attractive physique. 
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In this I do not call your faith in question, 

So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing, 

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 

Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all, 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil 
That tempts most cunningly: but be not tempted. 90 
Ores. Do you think I will ? » 

Tro. IjiTo: 

But something may be done that we will not: 

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 

•When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

^Ene. [Within] Nay, good my lord! 

Tro. Come, kiss; and let us part. 

Par. [WUkin] Brother Troilus! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither; 

And bring iEneas and the Grecian with you. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true ? loo 

Tro. Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault: 

Whiles^others fish with craft for great opinion, 

I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 

85 the high lavoU] a high springing dance. Cf. *‘laTolta*’ in Hen, V, III, 

V, 38. 

87 pregnant] apt. 

, 96 Presuming . . . potency] Presuming them to be potent against 
change. 

102 opinion] renown. 

103 7 . . . simplicity] I by mere straightforward honesty am ccmtent 
with a name for simple fidelity. 
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Whilst some with cunning gild their copper cr 9 wns. 

With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is “plain and true”; there’s all the reach of it. 

Erder JSneas, Paris, Antenob, Deiphobus, and Diomedbs 

Welcome, Sir Diomed! here is the lady 
Which for Antenor we deliver you: 

At the port, Ibrd, I’ll give her to thy hand; no 

And by the way possess thee what she is. y. 

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand as mercy of my sword, 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe * 

As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair Lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects: 

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 

Pleads your fair usage; and to Diomed 

You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously, 120 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee 
In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, ^ 

She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises 

106 moral] meaning. 

110 the port] the gate of Troy; cf. line 1S5, infra. 

121 zeal] Theobald's correction of the old reading seale. Troilus com¬ 
plains that Diomed is discourteous in premising Cressida protection on ,, 
account of her beauty, instead of acknowledging his own impassioned 
request to ''entreat her fair” by reason of his love for her. Cf. line 
125, infra: "I charge thee use her well, even for my charge” (t. e., 
at my bidding). 
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As thou, unworthy to be call’d her servant. 

I charge thee use her well, even for my charge; 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be, not moved, Prince Troilus: 

Let me be privileged by my place and message 

To be a speaker free; when I am hence, iso 

I’ll answer to my lust: and know you, lord, 

I’ll nothijig do on charge: to her own worth 
She shall be prized; but that you say “Be’t so,” 

I’ll speak it in my spirit and honour ^‘No!” 

• Tro. Come, to the port. I’ll tell thee, Diomed, 

This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. 

Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk. 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Troilus^ Creesida, and Diomedes. 

[A trumpet sounds. 

Par. Hark! Hector’s trumpet. 
iENE. How have we spent this morning I 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 140 

That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. ’T is Troilus’ fault: come, £ome, to field with 
him. 


131 7*11 answer to my lust] I'll follow my inclmation, I'll do as I please. 
"Lust” was often used in the colourless sense of "liking,” "wish.” 

• 132 on charg^ at dictation. 

182-133 to her own worth . . . priswd] at her own worth she shall be 
valued. 

135 por(\ gate, as at 110, supra. 

136 brave] insolence of spee^. 
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Dei. Let us make ready straight. „ 

^Ene. Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity. 

Let us address to tend on Hector’s heels: 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeunt, 


SCENE V —THE GRECIAN CAMP 
LISTS SET OUT 

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, Mene- 
LAUs, Ulysses, Nestor, and others 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair# 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe: 

Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Outswell the colic of puff’d Aquilon: ^ 

143-147 Let us ,, , chlvalry\ Thus the Folios. The passage is omitted 
from the Quartos. 

145 address to tend] prepare to attend. 

1 appointment] equipment, preparation. 

6 trumpd] trumpeter; a frequent usage. 

8 sphered bias cheek] swoDen out round, like the protuberance of a bowl 

on the 4^e to which the leaden weight or bias is affixed. For "bias” 
cf. line 169, infra: "bias-drawing.” 

9 OtUswell . . . Aquilon] Exceed in size the puffed cheek of the god of the 

north wind when convulsed by pain. The figure b taken from the 
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Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood; lo 
Thou blow'st for Hector. \Trum^ sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers, 

Achil, ’T is but early days. 

Agam. Is not yond Diomed, with Calchas’ daughter ? 
Ulyss. ’T is he, I ken *the manner of his gait; 

He rises on the toe: that spirit of his 
In aspiration Ufts him from the earth. ^ 

Enter Diomedes, with Crebsida 

f 

Agam. Is this the Lady Cressid ? 

Dio. Even she. 

, Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet lady. 
Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular; *o 

’T were better she were kiss’d in general. 

Nest. And very courtly counsel: I’ll begin. 

So much for Nestor. 

Achil. I’ll take that winter from your lips, fair lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 
PATR.^But that’s no argument for kissing now; 

For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment. 

And parted thus you and your argument. 

drawing of the wind-god, with puffed out cheeks in medieval paint¬ 
ings. Suffering from “colic** suggests “windy convulsions." 

34 that winter] the aged Nestor. 

36, 37, 39 argument] In the first two places the word means “reason,** 
and in the third, “theme.** 

38 hardiment] hardihood. 

39 And part^ . . . arffumeni] Thus the Quiotos. The line is omitted 

from the Folios. 
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Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all oun scorns! so 
For which we lose our heads to gild his horns. 

Path. The first was Menelaus’ kiss; this, mine: 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. O, this is trim! 

Patr. Paris and I kiss evermore for him. 

Men. I’ll have my kiss, sir. Lady, by your leave. 
Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cres. I’ll make my mA‘;ch to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give; 

Therefore no kiss. s® 

Men. I’ll give you boot. I’ll give you three fdc 
one. 

Cres. You’re an odd man; give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd man, lady! every man is odd. 

Cres. No, Paris is not; for, you know, *tis true. 

That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o’ the head. 

Cres. No, I’ll be sworn. 


51 tve lose our heads ^ . . horns] we sacrifice our reasons* in order to 
shame the husbands; “horns’* allude to the signs of disgrace tradi¬ 
tionally ascribed to dishonoured husbands. 

32 The first . . . Hsj] Patroclus gives his first kiss in behalf of Menelaus. 

57 I*U make my match to liv^ I’ll stake my life. 

40 hoot] a bonus, something thrown in. 

42 every man is odd] every man is a single individual. « 

44-46 YouJiUip me .. . horn] On Menelaus’ complaint that Cressida 
lightly nits him on the head, Ulysses remarks that her finger-nail cannot 
do mudi injury to the horns on his head, the marks of lus matrimonial 
dishonour. 
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Uiiirss.^It were no match, your nail against his horn. 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Cres. You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. Why, beg then. 

Ulyss, Why then, for Venus’ sake, give me a kiss. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 50 

Ores. I am your debtor; claim it when’t is due. 
Ulyss. Never *s my day, and then a kis5 of you. 

Dio. La<^y, a word: I ’ll bring you to your father. 

[Exit with Cressida, 

Nest. A woman of quick sense. 

, Ulyss. Fie, fie upon her! 

There’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 

Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 

That give accosting welcome ere it comes. 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts «o 

To every ticklish reader! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. [Tfumpet within, 

56 motive] organ of movement, limb. * 

57 encounterers] forward women, flirts. 

59 iuxosting] soliciting. Cf. Tw. Night, I, iii, 5^-53: ***accost* is front 

her, board her, woo her, assail her.” **Accosting** is Theobald’s cor¬ 
rection of the original reading a coasting welcome which has been in- 
, terpreted to mean ”a sidelong invitation” or **a look inviting from a 
distance.” Cf. M. Wives, I, iii, 50: “she gives the leer of invitation.** 

60 to52es] tablets. 

62 sluttish spoils of opportunity] disreputable wenches, of whose chastity 
every opportunity makes prey. 
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All. The Trojans* trumpet. 

Aoam. Yonder comes the troop. 

Flourish. Enter Hector, armed; ^neab, TRomus, and other 

Trojans, with Attendants 

JEne. Hail, all the state of Greece! what shall be done 
To him that victory commands ? or do you purpose 
A victor shall be known ? will you the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other, or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? ^ 

Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it ? 

iENE. He cares not; he’ll obey conditions. 

Achil. *T is done like Hector; but securely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight opposed. 

^Ene. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name ? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

^Ene. Therefore Achilles: but, whate’er, know this: 
In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector;* 

The one almost a§ infinite as all, 

65 the si(de\ the assembly of great personages. 

69 divided\ separated. 

73-75 Achilles. *Tis done . . . opposed] This speech is transferred 
from Agamemnon, to whom it is assigned in the eariy editions. 

73 8ecurely\ over-confidently. 

74 mieprmnj^]« underestimating. 

78-81 Jn the extremity . . . blank as nothing] Hector viewed in rela¬ 
tion to the qualities of valour and pride is more commendable than 
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The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood: 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 

Achil. a maiden battle then ? O, I perceive you. 

' Re-enter Diomedes 

Agam. Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentfe knight. 

Stand by^our Ajax: as you and Lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, oo 

So be it; either to the uttermost, 

* Or else a breath: the combatants being kin 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists, 
Ulyss. They are opposed already. 

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy ? 
Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight. 

Not yet mature, yet matchless, firm of word, 

Speaking in deeds and deedless in his tongue, 

Not soon provoked nor being provoked soon calm’d; 

His heg^rt and hand both open and both free; loo 

For what he has he gives, what thkiks he shows; 

any other man. For where valour is found in the greatest perfection, 
he has more of it, and where pride is scarcest, he has less of it. 

83 This Ajax is half . . . Uood\ Cf. line 120, in/ra, and note. 

87 maiden] innocent, bloodless. 

91-92 either . . breath] whether it be a fight d Voutrance, or a mere 
recreative exercise. 

93 Half stints] Half stops. 

98 deedless . . . tongue] not boasting of his deeds. 
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Yet gives he not till judgement guide his boun^. 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath; 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 

For Hector in his blaze of wrath subscribes 
To tender objects, but he in heat of action 
Is more vindicative than jealous love: 

They call him Troilus, and on*him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. ^ 

Thus says iEnieas; one that knows the youth no 

Even to his inches, and with private soul . 

Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum. Hector and Ajax fight, 
Aoam. They are in action. 

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep’st; 

Awake thee! 

Agam. His blows are well disposed: there, Ajax! 

Dio. You must no more, [Trumpets cease. 

iENE. Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet; let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

103 impair] Thus substantially, and probably rightly, all the ^rly edi¬ 
tions. The word is iv)t found elsewhere in the sense required here 
i, e.t “unsuitable,” “unfit,” “unseemly.” Johnson substituted im¬ 
pure. But Ulysses is insisting, not on Troilus' chastity, but on his 
sound judgment. 

105-106 subscribes To Under objects] is responsive to the call of tender¬ 
ness, or of things provoking pity. 

107 vindieoiHve] vindictive, revengeful. 

111 to his incke^ every inch of him. 
with private soul] confidentially. 

112 translate him] interpret his character. 
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Hect. Why, then will I no more: 

Thou airt, great lord, my father’s sister’s son, i«o 

A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation ’twixt us twain: 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 

That thou couldst say ‘’This hand is Grecian all, 

And this^s Trojan; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mothen’s blood 
Runs on|the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds in my father’s;” by Jove multipotent, 

Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member iso 
. Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud: but the just gods gainsay 
That any drop thou borrow’dst from thy mother, 

'My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drained! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus: 

Cousin, all honour to thee! 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector: 

Thou art too gentle and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and be|ir hence 140 

A great addition earned in thy death. 

120-121 Tkou art .. . seed\ Ajax was son of Hesione, Priam’s sister 
and Hector’s aunt, by a Greek father, Telamon of Salamis. Cf. II, 
ii, 77, and line 83, supra. 

' 134 My sacred aurU] Greek authors often apply conventionally this epi¬ 
thet to uncles and aunts. 

139 /ree] magnanimous, generous. 

141 addition] title to fame. 


[131] 



TROILXJS AND CRESSIDA^ act nr' 


Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable, 

On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st Oyes 
Cries “This is he,” could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

^Ene. There is expectance here from both the sides, 
What further you will do. 

Hect. We’IF answer it; 

The issue is embracement: Ajax, farewell. / 

Ajax. If I jnight in entreaties find success, — 

As seld I have the chance — I would desire ^ iso 

My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. ’T is Agamemnon’s wish; and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 

Hect. iEneas, call my brother Troilus to me: 

And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part; 

Desire them home. Give me thy hand, my cousin; 

I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name by name; 


142 Not Neoptolemus so miraWe] Achilles is clearly meant; bgt Neop¬ 
tolemus was the indiviilual surname only of his son Pyrrhus, who has 
been already mentioned, III, iii, 209, supra. Shakespeare apparently 
thought that Neoptolemus was Achilles’ family name. “Mirable” 
means admirable. 

14S Oyes\ Oyez: literally Old French (“give ear”). This is the cry with 
which heralds or ushers in courts of law command attention. 

147-148 We *U answer . . . embracemerdi We’ll answer the expecta¬ 
tion (z. c., 5^pectance, line 146) hereafter. The immediate issue is a 
friendly embrace. 

156 pari] side. 
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But for Achilles, my own searching eyes m 

Shall'find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy; 

But that’s no welcome: understand more clear, 

What’s past and what’s to come is strew’d with husks 
And formless ruin of bblivion; 

But in ^his extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 

Bids tb^e, with most divine integrity, 170 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 
Agam. [To Troilus\ My well-famed lord of Troy, no 
less to you. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother’s greeting; 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. ns 

Hect. Who must we answer ? 

^Ene. The noble Menelaus. 

Hect. O, you, my lord! by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks! 


165-110 Bvt that *8 .. . integrity] Thus the Folios. These lines are 
omitted from the Quartos. • 

169 Strained . . . hias-dravjin^] Purified of all tendency to swerve de¬ 
ceitfully; “strain’d” is similarly uBe4 IV, iv, 23, supra; “bias-draw¬ 
ing” refers to the devious movement of the bowl weighted with a bias. 
Cf. line 8, supra. 

171 From heart of very heart] From the depth of my heart, my heart of 
hearts. Cf. Hamlet^ III, ii, 71: “In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart 
of heart.” 

172 imperious] imperial, royal. 

177 Mars his gauntlet] “His” is the old form of the genitive. 
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Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath; 

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ glove: 

She’s well, but bade me not commend her to you. iso 
Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly theme. 
Hect. O, pardon; I offend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth; and I hi/ve seen 
thee. 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, ^ 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’ the air. 

Not letting it decline on the declined. 

That I have said to some my standers by 190 

“Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life!” 

And I have seen thee pause and take thy breath. 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in. 

Like an Olympian wrestling: this have I seen; 

But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel, 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire. 

And once fought with him: he was a soldier good; 


178 untraded] unhackneyed, r 

184 Labouring for destiny] Working out the decrees of fate. 

186 Perseus] Shakespeare seems only to know Perseus as a horseman. 
Cf. I, iii, 42, SMpra, and Hen. F, in, vii, 21-23. 

187 Desjnsing . . . subduements] Disdaining the prizes which his prowess 
has made forfeit, and the fruits of conquest. 

188 hung .. .i* the ait] raised aloft thy uplifted sword. 

189 dedine on th0 declined] descend on the fallen. 

191 dealing life] dispensing life. 

196 thy grandsire] Laomedon, father of Priam. 
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But, great Mars the captain of us all. 

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. *oo 

iENE. ’Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 

That hast so long walk’d hand in hand with time: 

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

NestNi would my arms could match thee in con¬ 
tention. 

As they/contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect. I would they could. 

Nest. Ha! 

By this white beard, I’Id fight with thee to-morrow: 
Well, welcome, welcome! — I have seen the time. *io 
Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands. 

When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour. Lord Ulysses, well. 

Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead. 

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue: 

My pfophecy is but half his journey yet; 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 

Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, **o 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Hect. I must not believe you: 

There they stand yet; and modestly I think. 

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 

220 Yond towers . . . buss the douda] Cf. Lucrece, 1S70, **c]oud-kifsmg 
Dion.” 
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A drop of Grecian blood: the end crowns all, , 

And that old common arbitrator. Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Ulyss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome: 

After the general, I beseech yoi| next 
To feast with me and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses, ^hou! *so 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 

I have with exact view perused thee. Hector, V 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hp:ct. Is this Achilles ? 

Achil. I am Achilles. ’ 

Hect. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee. 
Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already, 

Achil. Thou art too brief: I will the second time. 

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect. O, like a book of sport thou’It read me o’er; 
But there’s more in me than thou understand’st. «40 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part pf his 
body • 

Shall I destroy him ? whether there, or there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name, 

234 the md crovms aU\ a rendering of the Latin proverb, *‘finis coronat 
opus.” Cf, AU*8 Well, IV, iv, 35: “the fine*s the crown.” 

230 thou\ The old reading, for which though, now, and there (t. e., on that 
point) have^U been su^sted; “thou” implies somewhat pointless 
impatience on Achilles’ part. 

233 quoted] noted, observed. 
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And n^ke distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector’s great spirit flew: answer me, heavens! 

Hect. It would discredit the blest gods, proud man, 
To answer such a question : stand again: 

Think’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 

As to prenominate in lyce conjecture m 

Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

• Achilj^ I tell thee, yea. 

Hect. jWert thou an oracle to tell me so, 

I ’Id not relieve thee. Henceforth guard thee well; 

For I’ll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 

But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 

• I’ll kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’er. 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag; 

His insolence draws folly from my lips; 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 

Or may I never — 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin: m 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone 
Till accident or purpose bring you to’t: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you<,have stomach: the general state, I fear. 

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field: 

2S0 prenominate . . . conjecture] define beforehand in precise calculation. 

2S5 dithied Mare hie hdm] manufactured on the anvil, or stithy, Mars’ 
helmet; “his” is the old form of the genitive. Cf. line 177, eupra. 

264 etomach] the inclination. 

264-265 the general date . . . odd wUh 1 fear the whole state 
of Greece will scarcely prevail on you to be at odds or fight 
with him. 
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We have had pelting wars since you refused 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 

To-night all friends. 

Hectt. Thy hand upon that match. «70 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we: afterwards, ^ 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. y 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow. 

That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt all hut Troihis and Ulysses. 
Tro. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you. 

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus’ tent, most princely Troilus: 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; *8o 

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth. 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much. 
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent. 

To bring me thither^? * 

Ulyss. You shall command me, sir. 

267 fitting wars] petty, inconsiderable wars. 

272 in the fvU convive we] we feast to repletion. Of. V, i, S, infra: *‘let 
us feast him to the height.** 

274 entreat] entertain. 

275 Beat loud the tabourines] Beat loud the small drums. Thus the 
Folios. The Quartos read, less satisfactorily. To taste your bounties. 
these words following entreat him without any stop. 
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As gentlie tell me, of what honour was 

This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there 

That wails her absence? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars, 290 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 

She was beloved, she lov^d; she is, arid doth: 

But stiU s^eet love is food for fortune’s tooth. [Exeunt. 

287 gentle] cc^rteously. 
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ACT FIFTH—SCENE I —THE GRECIAN CAMP 

BEFORE ACHILLES' TENT » 


Achilles 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus 



'LL HEAT HIS BLOOD 
with Greekish wine to-night. 
Which with my scimitar I '11 cool 
to-morrow. 

Patroclus, let us feast him to the 
height. 

Path. Here comes Thersites. 
Enter Thersites 

Achil. How now, thou core 
of envy! 

Thou crusty batch of e nature, 
what’s the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of 


what thou seemest, and idol of idiot-worshippers, 


here's a letter for thee. 


4 core] kernel or heart: often used of an ulcer. Cf. 11, i, 7, supra: **botdiy 
core." ^ 

6 batch] usuidly applied to the loaves of bread included in one baking. 
The word seems suggested here by the epithet **crusty,’* i, e., lUrtem- 
pered. Thersites has already been called a **coUoaf,” 11, i, S6, eupra, 

[140] 



fleSNB I 'TROILUS AND CEESSIDA 


Achi^. From whence, fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 
Patr. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound. 
Patr. Well said, adversity! and what need these 
tricks? ^ 

Ther. prithee, be silent, boy; I profit not by thy 
talk: tho^art thought to be Achilles’ male varlet. 
Patr, Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now, the rotten 
diseases of the south, the guts-gnping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o* gravel i’ the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw 
•eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of 
imposthume, sciaticas, limekilns i’ the palm, incurable 
bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take 
and take again such preposterous discoveries! 

8 fragmeid^ bit of a man. Cf. Cor,, I, i, £20: *'Go get you home, you 
fragmenla! ** 

11 The »urgeon*8 . . . 'woutuQ a pun on the word “tent** (i. e., the but- 
geon*s probe) in line 10. 

12 adversity] contrarineBs, perverse quibbler. 

10-17 the^vtten diseases of the south] The south wind was reckoned to blow 
from an unhealthy quarter. Cf. Cor., I, iv, 80: “All the contagion of 
the south light on you.** ^ 

18-21 raw eyes . . . Utter] This part of the loathsome catalogue is found 
only in the Quartos. It is represented in the Folios merely by the 
wends and the Wee. 

^ 20 imposthume . . . limekilns i* the palm] abscess, . . . burning pains 
in the palms of the hand, due to gouty dialk-lumps. 

21 the rivdled fee-simple of the tetter] the full ownership of a wrinkling 
scabby cutaneous disorder. 

preposterous discoveries] the rank vices disclosed in the Greek camp. 
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Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, what 
mean’st thou to curse thus? 

Ther. Do I curse thee? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson in¬ 
distinguishable cur, no. ^ 

Ther. No! why art thou tlj^en exasperate, thou idle 
immaterial skein of sleave silk, thou green sai^net flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal’s pirse, thou ? 
Ah, how the poor world is pestered with suchlwaterflies, 
diminutives of nature! v S9 

Patr. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch-egg! 

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite • 
From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A token from her daughter, my fair love. 

Both taxing me and gaging me to keep 

An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it; 40 

Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay; 

My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey. 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent: 

V 86 ntinoua buti] rotten winecask. * 

8d-87 indiatinguiahahle eur] cur of no breed. 

89 shave silk] soft, flossy, unwoy^ silk. All Thersites’ expmsions here 
presume extreme flexibility, a weak, comjfliant nature. 

81 waterflies] busy triflers, like flies flitting idly over the surface of a 
stream. Cf. Hamid, V, ii, 88-83: ‘‘Dost know this water-fyf** 

88 Mminsaives] dwarfs. 

84 Fineh-egg] ^ finch’s egg is said to be very gaudily ocdoiired, though 
very SDHtU. 

88 my fair (ow] P<flyzena. Cf. Ill, iii, 8(M3, supra, 

89 tase^] aceusmg. 
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This night in banqueting must all be spent. 

Away, Patroclus ! [Exmrd AchUUs and Patrodua. 

Ther. With too much blood and too little brain, these 
two may run mad; but, if with too much brain and too 
little blood they do. I'll be a curer of madmen. Here's 
Agamemnon, an honest fellow enough and one that loves 
quails; but he has not so much brain as ear-wax: and 
the goodV transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, 
the bull, the primitive statue and oblique memorial of 
cuckolds! a thrifty shoeing-hom in a chain, hanging at 
his brother's leg, — to what form but that he is, should 
wit larded with malice and malice forced with wit turn 
him to ? To an ass, were nothing; he is both ass and 
ox: to an ox, were nothing; he is both ox and ass. To 
be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not 

49 quails] hariots. 

51-58 the goodly transformation . . . cuckolds] Agamemnon’s brother, 
Menelaus, is somewhat confusedly likened, on account of the dishon¬ 
our wrought him as husband by Helen’s elopement and adultery, to 
Jupiter who metamorphosed himself into an homed bull in order to 
indiJge his tmlawful amours. 

52 oHique memorial] figurative or metaphorical emblem. 
fiS a thrifty shoeing-hom in a chain] The expression carries on the sarcasm 
that Menelaus wears horns as Etelen’s deceived husband. He cannot 
take care of himsdtf, and hangs on to his brother Agamemnon like a 
puny shoehorn to a chain, 

55 larded . . . forced] garnished . . . stuffed; terms in cooking. 

58 fitchew] poteci^. 

59 a puttodk] a worthl^ kite. 

herring unthotd a ne] Ci, 1 Hen* IV, H, iv, 122-123, **a diotten 
herring,” and Rom. and Jul., H, iv, 87. 
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care; but to be M^nelaus! I would conspire against 
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were not 
Thersites; for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, so I 
were not Menelaus. Hoy-day! spirits and fires! 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, 
Nestor, Menelaus, and Biomedes, with lights 

Aqam. We go wrong, we go wrong. / 

Ajax. No, yUnder ’tis; 

There, where we see the lights. v 

Hect. I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit. 

Re^erUer Achilles ' 

Ultss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 
Aoam. So now, fair Prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect. Thanks and good night to the Greeks’ general. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 

Hect. Good night, sweet Lord Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught: sweet, quoth a’! sweet sink, 
sweet sewer. ^ • 

Achil. Good night and welcome, both at once, to 
those 

That go or tarry. 

63 sjmHU and pres /] Thersitea catches sight of the Uj^ts canied 
Hector and his company, who now enter. 

72-73 draughts • . . sM . . . sewer] These words have aU a like sl^ 
nificanoe. Cf. Tim. of Ath., V, i, 100: “drown them in admi^kl** 
(i. e., Jakes). 
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Agam. Good night. [ExeurU Agamemnon and Menelaus, 
Aghil. Old Nestor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; 1 have important business. 

The tide whereof is now. Good night, great Hector, so 
Hect. Give me your^hand. 

Ults^ [Aeide to Troilus] Follow his torch; he goes to 
A Calchas’ tent: 

I’ll keep wou company. 

Tro. / Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect. And so, good night. 

[ExU Diotnedes; Ulysses and TroUus following, 
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor, 
Ther. That same Diomed’s a false-hearted rogue, a 
most unjust knave; I will no more trust him when he 
leers than 1 will a serpent when he hisses: he will spend 
his mouth and promise, like Brabbler the hound; but 
when he performs, astronomers foretell it; it is pro¬ 
digious, there will come some change; the sun borrows of 
the moon when Diomed keeps his word. I will rather 
leave to see Hector than not to dog him: they say he 
keeps ^ Trojan drab and uses the traitor Calchas’ 
tent: I’ll after. Nothing but lechery! all incontinent 95 
varlets! [ExU. 


80 aeascHi. 

88-89 spend his mouth . , , hound\ bark like a young hound, which 
sportamen usually called a **lnabbler.** 

00 prodigious] ommoos, portentous. 

92-9S (save to sss] giye up seeing. 
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SCENE n — THE SAME —BEFORE CALCHAS’ TENT 

Enter Diomedes 

Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? speak. 

Cal. \Wilhin] Who calls? ^ 

Dio. Diomed. Calchas, I think. Whe^^'s your 
daughter ? 

Cal. \Within] She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a didance; after <Acwi,Thersites 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida * 

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him. 

Dio. How now, my charge ! 

Cbes. Now, my sweet guardian! Hark, a word with 

yon, [Whiepers, 

Tro. Yea, so familiar! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take her 
cliff; she’s noted. ii 

Dio. Will you remember? « 

Cres. Remember*! yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do, then; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember? 

Ulyss. list. 

II diff\ a form^ deff, the k^ in music. Tlie quibbling is oontinued in 
**she’s notoa,” a word implying that Cressida is like the notes ol a piece 
of munc, winch axe at the service at any one who can read 
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Creb. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then, — *o 

Cres. I "11 tell you what,— 

Dio. Foh, foh ! come, tell a pin: you are forsworn. 
Cres. In faith, 1 cannot : what would you have me 
do? 

Ther^'A juggling trick, — to be secretly open, 

Dio. 'V^at &d you swear you would bestow on me ? 
Cres. { prithee, do not hold me to mine oath; 

Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ! so 

Cres. Diomed, — 

Dio. No, no, good night: I’ll be your fool no more. 
Tro. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark, one word in your ear, 

Tro. O plague and madness! 

Ulyss. You are moved, prince; let us depart, I pray 
you. 

Lest your displeasure should enlai^e itself 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly; I beseech you, go, 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

, UtYss. Nay, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great distraction; come, my lord. 4i 

eS tell a pm] an ejaoilatioii of impatii»ice, like ^^nonaense ! not a bit of it I '* 

Cf. M. Wvtfet, I, i, 108: *‘Tut, a pint ” 

86 moviaeQ eiv^ted. 

41 You flow to great didraeHon] You are going- the way of utter mad- 
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Tbo. I pray thee, stay. , 

Ulyss. You have not patience; come. 

Tbo. I pray you, stay; by hell and all hell's torments, 

I will not speak a word. 

Dio. And so, good night. 

Cres. Nay, but you part 'm anger. 

Tbo. Doth that grieyi thee? 

O wither’d truth! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord! 

Tbo. By Jdve, 

I will be patient. 

Cres. Guardian! — why, Greek! 

Dio. Foh, foh! adieu; you palter. 

Cres. In faith, I do not: come hither once again. 
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something: will you bo 
go? 

You will break out. 

Tbo. She strokes his cheek! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tbo. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a 
word: 

There is between my will and all offences * 

A guard of patience: stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump and 


nesa, you are getting completely maddened. Thus the Folios. The 
Quartos read, less satisfactorily, destrudwn for dis^radion. Cf. V. 
iii. 85. infra, where again the Folios read didradion for the Quarto ^ 
dedruO^. 

48 palter] ditlffle. Cf. 11. iii. 227. supra. 

55 the de^ lusiury] the sin of incontinence. Cf. Lear, lY, vi. 117: **To% 
luxury, pdl mdl! for I lack soldiws.” 
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potato-pnger, tickles these together! Fry, lechery, 

fry! 

Dio. But will you, then ? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres. I’ll fetch you 9 ne. [ExU. co 

XJlyss^ You have sworn patience. 

Tro. k Fear me not, sweet loi’d; 

I will notlbe myself, nor have cognition 
Of what 1 feel: I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressida 

» Tro. Now the pledge; now, now, now! 

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty! where is thy faith ? 

Ulyss. My lord, — 

Tro. I will be patient; outwardly I will. 

Cres. You look upon that sleeve; behold it well. 

He loved me — O false wench! — Give’t me again. 
Dio. Whose was’t? 70 

Cres. It is no matter, now I have ’t again. 

I will ^ot meet with you to-morrow night: 

I prithee, Diomed, visit me no moie. 

Ther. Now she sharpens: well said, whetstone! 

Dio. I shall have it. • 

- Cres. WThat, this? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

56 potato-finger] The potato was regarded as an aphrodisiac, and is only 
noticed byi^akespearein that significance. See3f. Wives, V, v, 17,note. 

05 ^is deeve] tiie token which Troilus had given Cressida, IV, iv, 69, 
supra, in exchange for her f^ove. 
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Cres. O, all you gods! O pretty, pretty pie<^ ! 

Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and sighs, and takes my glove, 

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 

As I kiss thee. Nay, do not snatch it from me; so 
He that takes that doth take ^y heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before; this follows^t. 

Tro. I did swear patience. / 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed; faiti, you shall 
not; ' 

I’ll give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this: whose was it? 

Cres. It is no matter.* 

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. ’T was one’s that loved me better than you will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whose was it? 

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting-women yond, so 

And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm. 

And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and worest it on tjjy horn, 

It should be challenged. 

Cres. Well, well, ’t is done, ’t is past; and yet it is not; 

I will not keep my word. 

79 fnemotud daitUy dainty kisses which refresh the memory. 

80 Nayt do ,, , from me] The old edition ^ves these words to Diomedes. 

T^bald transferred them to Cressida. 

90 Diana** tetdiing~vwnien] The stars that encircle Diana, the moon. 

94 Wert thou . . . horn\ In the moratity plays tlm devil was inyaxlidilj 
r^resented as wearing a f ormidatde boam. 
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Dio., Why then, farewell; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go: one cannot speak a word, 

But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. loo 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you 
Pleases li^e best. 

Dio. . What, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cres. Ay, come: O Jove! do come: I shall be 
plagued. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Cres. Good night; I prithee, come. 

• - [Exit Diomedes, 

Troilus, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee. 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah, poor our sex 1 this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind: 

What error leads must epr; O, then conclude 
Minds sway’d by eyes are full of turpitude. [Exit, no 
Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish more 
Unless she said “My mind is now turn’d whore.” 

Ulyss. All’s done, my lord. 

Tro.* It is., 

Ulyss. Why stay we then? 

Tro. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But if I tell how these two did co-act, 

> Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 

106 ufUh my heoft] in aiscord ?nth the new choice ol my heart 
lit A proof . . . more] She ooold not prodaim a stronger proof. 

114 To make a recordaHon to my JoiiQ To make a reocnd in my mind. 
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Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, ^ 

An esperance so obstinately strong. 

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears; no 

As if those organs had deceptions functions, 

Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cressid here ? ^ 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. ^ 

Tro. She was not, sure. . 

Ulyss. Most sure she waSf 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here but now. 
Tro. Let it not be believed for womanhood! 

Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics, apt without a theme 
For depravation, to square the general sex iso 

By Cressid’s rule: rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will a* swagger himself out on *s own eyes ? 
Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida; 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she; ^ 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies, 

119 etperance] hope; the French word. 

ISO ^ aUeat] Thus the Quartos. The First and Fourth Folios misprint 
Hujt ted. 

123 I amnot conjure] I am not a magician. I cannot conjure up appa¬ 
ritions. No false image of Cressid was here. ^ 

120 duiham eriiice] perverse libellers. 

130 depravaHdUS] detraction. 

to aquare] to measure. 

132 wU] Thtxs the Folios. The Quartos read spoils. 
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If sanc^mony be the gods’ delight. 

If there be rule in unity itself. 

This is not she. O madness of discourse, i40 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fold authority! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and i^oss assume all reason 
Without ^volt: this is, and is not, Cressid! 

Within mv soul there doth conduce a fight 
Of this sbjange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifex for a point as subtle 
•As Ariachne’s broken woof to enter. i £0 

1S9 If there be .. . itsdf\ If there be a rule that one is one. 

140-144 O madness . . . revoA] O madness of reasoning when argument 
is advanced which telk at once for and against one point of view. 
Ambiguous is the authority which leads the reason to repudiate evi> 
dence of truth without involving its own destruction, and at the 
same time causes the mind, after losing all sense of the facts, to 
bear the aspect of sanity without contradiction. By-foild authority is 
the reading of tibe Quartos. The Folios read, less intelligibly. By fotd 
authority, where *‘foul’' must mean, if it be accepted, discredited.'* 

145 condt^] converge or assemble. Thus the old editions. Rowe sub¬ 
stituted commence. * 

146 inseparate] mdiisoluble. 

148-150 the spadous . . . enter] the wide esrpanse which intervenes be¬ 
tween earth and heaven knits Uiem together so closely that there 
seems no dividing passage between them at all. Thus, Troilus subtly 
reasons, the plighted troth of love is indissoluUe. 

149 orifex] orifice, opening. 

150 Ariachne] An apparent confusion betwera Arachne the maid of 
Lydia, whom Minerva changed into a spider for challenging the 
goddess* supreme dull in weaving (cf. Ovid, Mdam., VI, i, seq.) and 
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Instance, O instance! strong as Pluto’s gates ; , 

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 

Instance, O instance! strong as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolved and loosed; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied. 

The fractions of her faith, ortsi of her love. 

The fragments, scraps, the bits and creasy rekcs 
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attacl^’d 
With that which here his passion doth express ? leo 
Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflamed with Venus: never did young man fancy • 
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

Hark, Greek: as much as I do Cressid love. 

So much by weight hate I her Diomed: 

That sleeve is mine that he ’ll bear on his helm: 

Were it a casque composed by Vulcan’s skill, 

My sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call, 170 

Ariadne of Naxos, the beloved of Theseus, who released her from the 
labyrinth in which the Minotaur confined her, by means of the due 
of thread with which *she supplied him. Cf. Tvx) Gent., IV, iv, 163. 
Doubtless metrical exigencies encouraged Shakespeare’s mistake. 

151 /nstonee] Proof, example. 

155 five-finger’SedI tied with her whole hand. 

156 oris] refuse, leavings. 

158 6*er-eaten faithfulness of which she had surfeited. 

156-160 he haU aiiach*d With that which] seriously feel half of that whidi. 

163 fancy] love. 

170 Jtumeano] watercut. Cf. Lear, m, ii, 2: “You catanw^ and 
burriecmoee, spout*’ 
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Constringed in mass by the almighty sun, 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed* 

Ther. He *11 tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. O Cressid! O false Cressid! false, false, false! 
Let all antruths stand by thy stained name. 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Ulybs. ^ O, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter Mneab 

, iENE. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord: 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy; isi 

Ajax your guard stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince. My courteous lord, 
adieu. 

Farewell, revolted fair! and, Diomed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head! 

Ultss. I’ll bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt TroUuSf MnxaSf and Ulysses. 
TheiI. Would I could meet that, rogue Diomed! I 
would croak like a raven; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 

171 Constringed in mass] All drawn tight together. 

175 He *U tickle Etoll punish him. 

concupy] concupisoenoe, lust; a jesting form. 

177 untruths] faithless persons. 

165 wear . . . head] guard your head with armour of the greatest pos- 
mble strength. Cf. the proverbial phrase “as safe as in a castle.** 

189 hade] be of evil portent, prophecy evil. 
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this whore: the parrot, will not do more for an almond 
than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery I still 
wars and lechery! nothing else holds fashion. A burn¬ 
ing devil take them! [Exit. 


SCENE III —TROY 
BEFORE PRIAM'S PALACE 
Enter Hector and Andromache 

And. When was my lord so much ungently temper’d. 
To stop his ears against admonishment? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. • 

Hect. You train me to offend you; get you in: 

By all the everlasting gods. I’ll go! 

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the day. 
Hect. No more, I say. 

Enter Cassandra 

Cas. Where is my brother Hector? 

And. Here, sister; arm’d, and bloody in intent. 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition; 

Pursue we him on knees; for I have dream’d * lO 

Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

101 the parrot . . . almond] a proverbial phrase suggestive of irresistible 
desire. The converse of the expression, **An almond for a parrot,” 
was the title of a popular tract in the *‘Martin Marprelate” contro¬ 
versy, 15B0f^ 

JOa oommodioue] accommodating. 

103-104 A burning devil] A reference to venereal fever. 

0 dear] desperate. 
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Cas* O, H is true, 

Hect. Ho ! bid my trumpet sound! 

Cab. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother. 
Hect. Begone, Isay: the gods have heard me swear. 
Cab. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows: 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorred 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. O, be persuaded! do not count it holy 
''To hurt (by being just: it is as lawful, so 

For we would give much, to use violent thefts 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cab. It is the purpose that makes strong the vow; 

• But vows to every purpose must not hold: 

Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hect. Hold you still, I say; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 

Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more predous-dear than life. 

Enter Tboilus 

How now, young man! mean’st thou to fight to-day ? 
And^ Cassandra, call my father to persuade. so 

^ [Exit Cassandra. 

16 hot and ye&ds}^ hot-headed and stupid. > 

20-2S To hurt . . . charity} Hiese lines are omitted from the Quartos. 

SI For we .. . thefts] The Folio here inserts count after would and 
m^prints use as <u; count is due to a printer’s mistaken vision in 
repeating the word from line 19. Tyrwhitt made the needful correc¬ 
tion. “For” means “because.” 

S6 keeps the weather of] has or maintains superior control of; a nautical 
expression like the wind of.’* 

97 the dear num] the true, earnest man. 
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Hect. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy harness, 
youth; 

I am to-day i’ the vein of chivalry: 

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong. 

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 

Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 

I ’ll stand to-day for thee and me and Troy. < 

Tbo. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. ^ 

Hect. What vice is that;^ good Troilus ? chide me for 
it. 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecian falls. 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 

You bid them rise and live. 

Hect. O, ’t is fair play. 

Tro. Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector, 

Hect. How now! how now! 

Tro. For the love of all the gods. 

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother; 

And when we have our armours buckled on. 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords, 

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth! 
Hect. Fie, savagfe, fie! 

Tro. Hector, then’t is wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

31 AomeM] armour. 

32 t’ th« vein of <Mvalry] in the heroic vein. 

34 brushes] copious. 

38 better fis a lion] In medieval authors the litm was inviuiably credited 
with a generous temperament, especially to prostrate victuns. 

48 ndhfut] piteous, exciting pity, brutal. *^Ruth** means ^'pily.** 
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TR 9 . Who should withold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire; 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees. 

Their eyes o’ergalled with recourse of tears; 

Nor you, my brother, ^th your true sword drawn, 
Opposfvd to hinder me, should stop my way. 

But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam 

Cab. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast: 

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay, eo 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall all together. 

Pbi. Come, Hector, come, go back: 

Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hath had visions; 
Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 

To tell thee that this day is ominous: 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect. iEneas is afield; 

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks, 

Even lu the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pbi. Ay, but thou shalt not go. w 

^ Hect. I must not break my faith. 

55 o*ergaUed . . . teare] greatly inflamed with constant flow of tears. 

5S But . . . rum] Thus the Folios. The Quartos omit the line. 
tftf enrapt] in ecstasy. 

99 in the faith of tteiour] by dint of honour which holds among valoroifs 
men. 
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You know me dutiful; therefore, dear sir, ^ 

Let me not shame respect; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him! 

And. „ Do not, dear father. 

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with yoi^: 

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

[Exit Andromache, 

Tbo. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all tl^ese bodements. 

Cas. O, farewell, dear Hector! so 

Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns pale! * 

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 

Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out! 

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth! 

Behold, distraction, frenzy and amazement. 

Like witless antics, one another meet. 

And all cry “Hector! Hector’s dead! O Hector!” 

Tro. Away! away! 

Cas. Farewell: yet, soft! Hector, I take my leave: 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit, 90 
Hect. You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim: 

78 shame respec£\ disgrace the filial relation. 

80 bodements\ presages of evil. 

84 shiiUs , , . ]orth^ screams out her lamentation. 

85 distradionji Thus the Folios. The Quartos read dedraddon, Ct, V, 

ii, 41, supra, 

85 amazement] utter bewilderment. 

86 antics] buffoons. 

91 exMm] outcry. 
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Go in and cheer the town: we’ll forth and fight. 

Do deeds worth praise and tell you them at night. 

Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand about thee! 

[Exeunt eeveraUy Priam and Hector. Alarum, 
Tro. They are at it, hark! Proud Diomed, believe, 

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

« Enter Pandabxts 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 

Tro. What now ? 

"^Pan. Here’s a letter come from yond poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. loo 

Pan. a whoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally tisick so 
troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl; and 
what one thing, what another, that I shall leave you one 
o’ these days: and 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too, 
and such an ache in my bones that, unless a man were 
cursed, I cannot tell what to think on’t. What says 
she there? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 
heart; 

The effect doth operate another way. [Tearing the letter. 
Go, w?nd, to wind, there turn and change together, no 
My love with words and errors still she feeds, 

But edifies another with her deeds. [Exeunt severally, 

101 Hsick] cough, phthisic. 

104 a fhewn[ a tes^ul flow. 

105-106 unless a man were eursedl unless 1 were under a ban. 

112 her deeds] The First Folio here needlessly inserts three lines ex* 
changed by Pandarus and Troilus on parting, which are repeated 
again, infra. Scene x, lines S2’>fl4. See note there. 
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SCENE IV —THE FIELD BETWEEN TROY AND THE 

GRECIAN CAMP 

Alarvma. Excuraiona, Enter Thebsites 

Ther. Now they are clapp^-clawing one another; 

I ’ll go look on. That dissembling abominable varlet, 
Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting foolish young 
knave’s slfeeve of Troy there in his helm: I would fain 
see them meet; that that same young Trojan ass, that 
loves the whore there, might send that Greekish whore- 
masterly villain, with the sleeve, back to the dissembling ^ 
luxurious drab, of a sleeveless errand. O’ the t’other 
side, the policy of those crafty swearing rascals, that stale 
old mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog¬ 
fox, Ulysses, is not proved worth a blackberry. They set 
me up in policy that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog 
of as bad a kind, Achilles: and now is the cur Ajax 
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day; 
whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism, 
and policy grows into an ill opinion. 

1 dapper-dawing] handling or mauling. See the publisher's preface to 
the Second Quarto of this play, **a new play never dapper^ctaw*d 
with the palmea of the vulger.’* 

8 luxurUnta] lascivious. 
aleeveUaa] useless, unprofitable. 

9 awearing raamla] hiurdly an appropriate epithet for Ulysses and Nestor, 

even in Hierntes* abusive mouth. Theobald su^ested aneering, 

15-16 the OreeMa . . . opinion] the Greeks begin to announce devo¬ 
tion to the cause of barbarism, and dvil rule falls into £11 repute. 
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Enter Diomxdbs and 'ntoii.ua 

Soft! here comes sleeve, and t’other. 

Tro. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx, 

I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire: 

I do not%fly; but advantageous care «o 

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude: 

Have at thee! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! Now for thy whore, 
Trojan! Now the sleeve, now the sleeve! 

[Exeunt Troilus and DiomedeSy fighting, 

I 

Enter Hector 

Hect. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector’s 
match ? 

'Art thou of blood and honour? 

Ther. No, no: I am a rascal; a scurvy railing knave; 
a very filthy roguq^ 

Hect. I do believe thee. Live. [Exit, 

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
plague lireak thy neck for frighting me! What’s become 
of the wenching rogues ? I think tlley have swallowed 
one another: I would laugh at that miracle: yet in a 
sort lechery eats itself. I ’ll seek’ them. [Exit. 

iO advantagemts care] caution in order to secure the advantage. 
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SCENE V —ANOTHER PART OF THE FIELD 
Enter Diomedes and Servant 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus* horse; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid: 

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty; 

Tell her I have chastised the amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Ser. I go, my lord. [Exit, 

Enter Agamemnon 

Agam. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamas 
Hath beat down Menon: bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner, 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 

Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polyxenes is slain; 
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt; 

Patroclus ta’en or slain; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruised: the dreadful sagittary 
Appals our numbers: haste we, Diomed, * 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

7 bastard Margarelon] A Trojan warrior invented by medieval tradi¬ 
tion ; he figures in the pseudo-Homeric romances of both Lydgate 
and Caxton. 

9 his beam] the shaft of his spear. 

10 poshed] Gii^hed, pounded. Cf. II, iii, 198, supra, 

14 the dreadful sagittary] a centaur archer, who aoconfing to the medievel 
tradition fought on the Trojan side. 
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Enter Nestor 

Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles, 

And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame. 

There is a thousand Hectors in the field: 

Now here he fights on Oalathe his horse, «o 

And ther^ lacks work; anon he’s there afoot. 

And there they fly or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale; then is he yonder. 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge. 

Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath: 

Here, there and every where he leaves and takes, 
•Dexterity so obeying appetite 
That what he will he does, and does so much 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses 

Ultss. O, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles so 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance: 
Patroclus’ wounds have roused his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

« 

20 Chdathe his horse] Medieval tradition gives this name to Hector’s 
horse. • 

Wee scaled miUs] like schools or shoals of fish, which are furnished with 
scales. 

24 ttrawy] like straw. Thus the Quartos. The Folios read wrongly 

straying. 

25 swath] the amount of grass cut down by a single stroke of the sc^he. 

29 yraaf is caU*d impossibility] what proves true is dubbed impossible; 

imposifibility is converted into proved fact. 
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That noseless, handless, hack’d and chipp’d, come to 
him, 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d, and at it. 
Roaring for Troiliis; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution,« 

Engaging and redeeming of himself, r 

With such a careless force and forceless care, 40 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 

Bade him win all. 


Enter Ajax 

Ajax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [ExU, 

Dio. Ay, there,,there. 

Nest. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles 

Achil. Where is this Hector? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face; 

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry: 

Hector! where’s Hector? I will none but Hecy>r. 

, [Exeunt, 


35 Crying on Hector] Exclaiming against Hector. 

44 we draw together] we are pulling together; a reference to Ajax's reoait 

alienation from the Greeks. 

45 boy^^iueUer] boy-killer; *‘qudy["is an old word for “kill.*' Hector had 

killed Patrodus. 
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SCENE VI —ANOTHER PART OP THE FIELD 

Enter Ajax 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head! 

Enter Dioacedes 

Dio. Troilus, I say! where’s Troilus? 

Ajax. What wouldst thou ? 

Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst have my 
• office 

Ere that correction. Troilus, I say! what, Troilus I 

Enter Troilus 

Tbo. O traitor Diomed! Turn thy false face, thou 
traitor. 

And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse. 

Dio. Ha, art thou there ? 

Ajax. I ’ll %ht with him alone: stand, Diomed. 

Dio. Up is my prize; I will not look upon. lo 

Tbo. Come botti, you cogging Greeks; have at you 
both! [Exeunt, fighting* 

t 

Enter Hector 

Hect. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother! 

10 look upon] lode on, stand by as an onlooker. 

11 eogging] dbeating. 
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Enter Achilles 

Achil. Now do I see thee; ha! have at thee. 
Hector! 

Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan: 

Be happy that my arms are but of use: ^ 

My rest and negligence befriends thee now. 

But thou anon shalt hear of me again; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. 

Hect. Fare thee well: 

I would have been much more a fresher man. 

Had I expected thee. 

Re-enter Tboilus 

How now, my brother! 

Tro. Ajax hath ta*en iEneas: shall it be? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 

He shall not cany him; I’ll be ta’en too, 

Or bring him off. Fate, hear me what I say! 

I reck not though I end my life to-day. 

Enter one in sumptiums armour 

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a goodly 
mark. 

No ? wilt thou not ? I like thy armour well; 

I’ll frush it, and unlock the rivets all, 20 

But I ’ll be master of it. Wilt thou not, beast, abide ? 
Why then, fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exeunt, 

24 carry} triumph over. 

29 fruah it] bre^ it up. Not used elsewhere by Shakespeare. 
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SCENE vn —ANOTHER PART OF THE FIELD 

» 

Enter Achilles, unih Myrmidons 

Achil. Come here ai^out me, you my Myrmidons; 
Mark wjiat I say. Attend me where I wheel: 

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath: 

And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round about; 

In fellest manner execute your aims. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye: 

, It is decreed Hector the great must die. [Exeunt. 

Enter Menelaus and Pabis, fighting: then Thersites 

Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it. 
Now,bull! now,dog! *loo,Paris,’loo! nowmydouble- 
henned sparrow! ’loo, Paris, ’loo! The bull has the 
game: ware horns, ho! [Exeunt Paris and Menelaus. is 

ErUer Mabgabelon 

Mab;^ Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou ? ♦ 

Mar. a bastard son of Priam’s. 

Ther. I am a bastard too; I love bastards: I am a 
bastArd begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bas¬ 
tard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear 

6 mms] Capell's emendatioa d the original reading arms. But “exe¬ 
cute ycHir arma” mig^t weU be retained in the sense of “put your 
anna to full use.” 
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will not bite another, and wherefore should one bastard ? 
Take heed, the quairel’s most ominous to us: if the son 
of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgement: fare¬ 
well, bastard. - [Exit. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward! [Exit. 


SCENE Vm —ANOTHER PART OF THE FIELD 

Enter Hector 

Hect. Most putrefied core, so fair without, 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s work done; I ’ll take good breath: 
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and death. 

[Pvts ojj his helrrui and hangs his shield behind him. 

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set; 

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels; 

Even with the vail and darking of the sun. 

To close the day up. Hector’s life is done. 

Hect. I am unarm’d; forgo this vantage, Gifeek. 
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man 1 seek. 

[Hector faUs. 

So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down! ii 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. 

1 Mori putrefied core] Most rotten at heart Hector apostrophises the. 
corpse of **one in sumptuous armour** whom he attacked at the 
close of Scieiie vi, supra. Cf. stage direction before Kne 27 there. 

7 the vail] the setting or lowering. 
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On, ^^yrmidons; and ciy you all amain, 

“Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.” 

[A refyreai sounded. 

Hark! a retire upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 
Achil. The dragon ,wing of night o’erspreads the 
^ earth, 

And stickler-like the armies separates. 

My half-supp’d sword that frankly would have fed. 
Pleased with this dainty bait, thus goes to bed. so 

[Sheathes his sword. 

Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail; 

^ Along the field I will the Trojan trail. 

[Exeurd. A retreat sounded. 


SCENE IX —ANOTHER PART OP THE FIELD 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, Diomedes, and the 

rest, marching. Shouts within 

Agam. Hark! hark! what shout is that ? 

Nest. Peace, drums! 

\Withtn\ “Achilles! Achilles! Hector’s slain! Achilles!” 
~ * 

17 dragon wing of night] In classical mythology the chariot of night 

was drawn by flying dragons. Cf. CynSb., II, ii, 48: **dragons of the 
nighi.” 

18 sticld&r4ike] like an umpire, who anned with a stick or wand was 

wont to separate combatants in sporting competitions. 

19--40 My half-supp*d . . . hed] Pope placed these lines in the margin as 
quite unworthy of Shakespeare. 

SO hai£] Thus the Quartos. The First Folio reads bed, and the other 
Fdios hit. 
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Dio. The bruit is. Hector’s slain, and by Aq)iUles. 
Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be; 

Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam. March patiently along: let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. 

If in his death the gods have us befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt, marching. 


SCENE X —ANOTHER PART OF THE FIELD 

Enter ^Eneas, Paris, Antenor, and Deiphobus 

^Ene. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the field; 
Never go home; here starve we out the night. 

Enter Troilus 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector! The gods forbid! 

Tro. He’s dead; and at the murderer’s horse’s tail 
In beastly sort dragg’d through the shameful field. 
FrowTi on, you heavens, effect your rage with Ijpeed! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy! 

I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy. 

And linger not our sure destructions on! 

^NE. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

4 bndt] ram^r, report. 

Sc. X. 7 SU, gods . . . smile at Troy] Cf. Psalms, ii, 4: *‘He that MtteUi 
in the heavens shall laugh; the Lord shall have them in deriMon.*’ 

9 linger not .... on] do not protract. 
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Tbo, You understand me not that tell me so: 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death, 

But dare all imminence that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone: 

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 

Let him that will a screecK-owl aye be call’d. 

Go in to Troy, and say there “Hector’s dead:” 

There is a word will Priam turn to stone, 

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives. 

Cold statues of the youth, and, in a word, «o 

Scare Troy out of itself. But march away: 

Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet. You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

I ’ll through and through you! and, thou great-sized 
coward. 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates: 

I ’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy’s thoughts. 

Strike a free march to Troy! with comfort go: 80 

Hope o{ revenge shall hide our- inward woe. 

_ [ExeArU Mneas and Trojans. 

15 inmdnence] impending e^. 

16 9 creech~owl\ The owPs screech was reckoned to proclaim evil tidings. 

IS iViobes] Cf. Hamlet, I, ii, 149: *‘Like Niche, all tears.*’ Niobe is the 

ordinary type of excessive weeping. Ovid tells her story in his 
MOam., VI, 146-81S. 

S4 ptpAt] pitdbted: an ardiatc form. 
iS Titm] Uie sun; a frequent usage. 

SI Hope ef revenge . . . icoe] Some sagacious critics would end the 
{»eoe h^. Pandarus* epilogue is certainly contemptible. It would 
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As Troilus is going otd, enter, from the other side, Pa&dabub 

Pan. But hear you, hear you! 

Tro. Hence, broker-lackey! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name! [Exit, 
Pan. a goodly medicine for*my aching bones! 

O world I world! world! thus is the poor agent despised! 

O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a-work, 
and how ill requited! why should our endeavour be so 
loved and the performance so loathed ? what verse for it ? 
what instance for it ? Let me see: 40 

I 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing. 

Till he hath lost his honey and his sting; 

And being once subdued in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. 

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths; 

As many as be here of Pandar’s hall. 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar’s fall; 

almost seem too as if Pandanis’ epilogue (lines 35-55), if it be retained 
at all, should be relegated, with the three lines preceding it (3£-34, Bid 
hear you . . . vrith thy name /), to the end of Seen# iii, supra. 
Those three lines are in the Folios inserted there and are repeated 
here. They are obviously not required in both {daces. They seem 
to be more appropriate in the earlier place. 

83 brokerdackey] go-between. 

ignomy] a common abbreviation of ignominy. 

87 O traitors and bawds] W. J. Craig aptly suggested traders and 
bawds.** <At line 45 the speaker apostrophises **Good traders in the 
flesh,** — a phrase which supports this emendation. 

45 paints (doths] tapestries or wall-hanging ornamented with {dctcnial 
designs and illustrative moral or scriptural masdms. 
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Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
tliough not for me, yet for your aching bones. 

Biethron and sisters of the hold-door trade, so 

Some two months hence my will shall here be made: 

It should be now, but that my fear is this. 

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss: 

Till then I’ll sweat and seek about for eases, 

Apd at that time bequeath you my diseases. [ExH. 

53 Some galled gooee of Wincheiiler\ Some sufferer from venereal disease, 

whom my words gall. The disease was colloquially called “Win¬ 
chester goose,’* because the quarter in Southwark, the chief haunt 
of London prostitutes, was the property of the see of Winchester. 

54 I *U sweat] Sweating-baths played a chief part in the treatment of 

sufferers from venereal disease. 
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I 



1622 “N. O.” printed for Thomas 
Walkly: “and are to be sold at 
his Shop, at the Sign of the Eagle 
and Child, in Brittan’s Bursse ”: 
the “ Tragoedy of Othello the 
Moore of Venice,” as it had been 
“ divers times acted at the Globe 
and at the Black-Friars by his 
Maiestie*s Servants.” This is the 
first “ Othello.” “ To commend 
it I will not^” Walkly says; “ for 
that which is good I hope every 
man will commend, without en¬ 


treaty ; and I am the bolder because the Author’s name 
is sufficient to vent his work,” Then, the year after 
(1623), came the First Folio; and in 1630 Walkly, who 
seems to have been in pocket by his earlier venture, 
published a Second Quarto. It is of no particular 
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interest or importance: the text, as we have it, being 
Walkly plm Heminge and Condell, the First *Quarto 
phis the First Folio. The latter version is longer than 
Walkly’s by some hundred and fifty lines; but the 
Walkly, printed (Mr. Herford conjectures) “fix>m an 
old copy of the play, as curtailed, and otherwise modi¬ 
fied, for performance,” is very much richer in# “ oaths 
and explrtives ” than the Heminge and Condell, and is 
therefore of respectable authority. As the first recorded 
performance of “Othello” is dated 1604: in the No¬ 
vember of which year it was presented before the Court 
at Whitehall: and as the style, as beseems the subject, 
is “ simple, sensuous, and passionate ” to the /i** degree: 
a style with memories of “ Hamlet,” yet with scarce 
a foretaste of “ Macbeth”: it is assumed that 1604 was 
the birth-year of this unrivalled achievement in intimate, 
or domestic, drama, and that the text, as we have it, is 
very much the text that left Shakespeare’s hand. 

II 

The material is engagingly old and plain, at the same 
time that it is unalterably and essentially etemaL As 
stated by a critic of a day or two ago, a critic, by the way, 
of the same name as the “ Moore’s ” first printer, it is 
simply the story of what your Modem Frenchman has 
elect^ to denote and to discriminate as un crime pas- 
sionneL In Cinthio’s “ Hecatommithi,” where Shake¬ 
speare found^ the raw suggestion of his mighty and 
magnificent presentation of jealousy: of jealousy, too, in 
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its oper|ition on a mind which, rich in other sorts of ex¬ 
perience, is, sexually speaking, next door to virginal: the 
passional crime is ever so much more persuasively para¬ 
graphed than it is in Mr. Walkley’s amiable houtade ; for 
in Cinthio the hero is not Othello (he is not so much, 
I believe, as named by-name) but lago, his Ensign, 
‘‘ in love*with Disdemona.” * To that fair and innocent 
creature Cmthio’s Antient imparts the purpose of his 
passion; she understands him not; he instantly conceives 
her enamoured of the party we know as Michael Cassio. 
So he goes to work, corrupts the Moor, plots Des- 
demona’s death, and the Lieutenant’s; and, in the end, 
after sand-bagging the object of his passion into the other 
world in her husband’s presence, pulling down the ceiling 
upon her broken^ body, and giving out that she has been 
killed by a fallen beam, turns on the Moor, accuses him 
of murder, gets him tortured and done to death, and, 
having thus justified his Renaissance habit, and purged 
himself of his crime dtartwur, goes gallantly to justice 
on a different count, and accepts the sweet compulsion 
of the Rope for another crime. It is in this rather black¬ 
guard sb^ of a blackguard lecher’s disappointment and 
revenge that our Archimage discovered his “Othello.” 
He astonishes always, when you^come to look into his 
treatment of other men’s material. His method is ever 
royal: he lays hands on what he wants, and the fact that 
• he wants it makes it his, and none else’s. I know not 
Hwt, anywhere in his work, is there discovered so clear 
a proof of sovranty as here. Othello, lago, Cassio, 

X This is Cinthio*8 qMlling (d the Shakespearean Desdemona. 
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Emilia, Desdemona — even the Handkerchief—|ill these 
figure in the twenty-seventh of the “ HecatommithL” 
Yet to compare the Novella and the Play is to live in 
two worlds at once, and, so living, to ^ utterly and 
everlastingly cognisant of the inexpressible difference 
between creation as Cinthio iftiderstood and practised 
it, and creation as it was apprehended and done by 
William Shakespeare. 


Ill 


In Cinthio’s anecdote, or compte-rendu^ the interest is 
almost wholly one of incident. The Novelist, or Re-' 
porter, is primarily concerned with — not character, nor 
action in its effect on character, but — action for its own 
sake, action as material for narrative. His Moor, his 
Lieutenant, his Desdemona, are counters all: such char¬ 
acter-interest as he discovers is contained in his Antient; 
and he even is no more personal than any trim, literal 
incarnation of the clear-eyed, clean-minded, self-seeking, 
ruthless, self-sufficing scoundrelism of Cesare Borgia would 
be. Cinthio’s Antient is wholly lacking in thosC: touches 
of doubt, those instants of inquiry, those hints and flashes 
of internal conflict, those glimpes of desperate debate be¬ 
tween Mind and Appetite, between Brain and Tempera¬ 
ment, which lend so potent and so variable a magic 
to the portraiture of that strange, brilliant, evil-spet^ng,, 
evil-thinking, evil-doing “ demi-devil ”: that parcel-tamed, 
over-civilised man-eating tiger, which we know as lago. 
He is Cinthio’s hero; but in Cinthio his psydttdpgy^ 
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remainsoobscure: in fact, we know as much and as little 
of him as we know of the chief agent in any criminal 
affair which was reported yesterday. Stated in Police 
Court terms: he is a subaltern, who tries to lie with 
his General’s wife; failing in his intent, he gets jeal¬ 
ous of an airy rival ; poisons his General’s ear; has 
the satisfaction of bruising the lady of his desire to 
death — as a positive confirmed whore tool — in the 
eye of him he’d fain have cuckolded; experiences a 
wolfish joy in the death of that once potential homed 
beast; and, in the end, is himself sent down to the Pit 
on quite other grounds than poor Desdemona’s broken 
Ibreast-bone and spine, and with never so much as a 
memory or a thought of the cuckold that was not to be, 
whom he had escorted to the bounds of Space and Time 
with every circumstance of miserableness and hate. 
That is pretty much as he half-exists in the “ Hecatom- 
mithi ”: for the simple reason that Cinthio, having made 
him play his part, with supreme success, in the affairs of 
Desdemona and the Moor, as a good enough Renaissance 
Italian, a Cesare Borgia on the smallest scale, was content 
to ask n5 more of him, but to let him end even as, in 
an enlightened Italy, such small change of Machiavelli’s 
ideal Prince might end, and very often did. In “ Othello ” 
all this is changed: lago quits the Police-Court (so to 
say) for the purliem of Humanity, and, instead of depend- 
• ing fcff immortality on the word of a mere reporter, is 
tkken up, and shaken, and squeezed, and made to know 
something of himself, and to make that much of himself 
he knows, and a great deal besides, intelligible to others, 
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by the greatest mameur ^hommes that ever livefl. The 
result is such an exempliuy presentation of active, mo¬ 
tiveless, and militant wickedness as Balzac, say — the 
Balzac of Philippe Bridau and Cousin Betty — has not 
so much as approached. 

IV 

Is it quite made out ? I am reluctant to determine. 

I think it is; but I have to admit that, if it be, the 
achievement is accomplished largely by means of solilo¬ 
quy: an expedient in dramatic art abominable to the 
play-going mind. Yet was it a common device with' 
Shakespeare, to whom its practice saved much trouble; 
nay, made things possible which in its absence could not 
have been essayed. Accepting it for the compromise it 
is, you may say, I think, that, thanks to its use, lago is 
entirely credible. Despite the majestic assurance and 
completeness of his presentment as a chief actor in the 
play, we should not know him as we do if we were 
denied the privilege of sitting with him in the privy 
chamber of his thought, and taking our fill, Aid more, 
of those terrible mental practices by which he seeks, 
in the dry light of an excellent and daring intelligence, 
to reconcile his action with his conscience, his processes 
with his .-results, and, half in earnest, half in jest, 
as it were to excuse himself before his soul. He is a < 
piece of pw^ intellect: he has gaiety, wit, invention, a 
kind of lethal humour; he is versed in “ politic authors," 
and, besides, he is deeply read in the books of Character 

[xiv] 



t 


INTRODUCTION 


and Life, so that he ** knows all qualities of human deal¬ 
ing with a most learned spirit”; he discovers in him¬ 
self a fine observer, a shrewd and gluttonous critic; 
first and last he is high in resolve, cruel of heart, swift 
and resolute of hand; in speech he is liberal to the 
point of intemperance, ^th an odd trick of obscenity, 
whether*suggested or phrased, which he has practised till 
it has mastered him, and in which the World, if it were 
but wise, would find proof indubitable of the inherent 
baseness of his mind. Said a fine critic to me long years 
ago, in the great Salvini times: “You may meet lago 
on any Yorkshire race-course ”; and, the inevitable mu- 
• tations duly made, I take the remark to be intrinsi¬ 
cally just. Palmer of Rugely, the poisoning creature, 
was of lago’s t 3 rpe and strain; and the Ring breeds 
many such potential beasts of prey. These are the men 
who kill, and are half surprised and half angered to find, 
as they generally do, tliat Killing is called Murder^ is an 
offence before the Law, and must be expiated on the 
Gallows. These wretches play with Evil much as a 
young man plays with Life; and are just as sorry for 
themseliPes when they come to the unchanging end. 

For the rest, lago, like his kind at large, is wholly the 
creatine of the Event he quickens and stage-manages. 
iHe gulls Roderigo, he gulls Cassio, he gulls Othello into 
killing Desdemona, and essaying to compass his Lieu¬ 
tenant’s murder. But, though he never so much as sus¬ 
pect it, the mortal issue he has made imminent masters 
him ever, and, being determined, leaves him the most 
wretdied slave this side Eternity. He starts by “ guying ” 
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an aged and respectable Senator on a most deliqate and 
peculiar point of honour, in terms so rank that Shake¬ 
speare himself, good as he was at filth (and none better 
ever lived), has not improved on them; he ends as the 
murderer whole or parcel-gilt of Othello, Desdemona, 
Roderigo, and Emilia, with a b^ wound in his body, the 
assurance of being done to death by torture (hot that 
he would care much for that), and the knowledge that, 
thanks to him, the Cassio he so wretchedly loathed and 
scorned is Governor of Cyprus. For all his vocabulary 
and for all his brains, his contempt for elen^entary human 
law is ever too strong for him. He makes the best 
of circumstances that he can; he wins his points; he* 
is always alert, maleficent, superior to his opportunity; 
and in the long run he is found to be merely the peer of 
the Hogarthian Thomas Idle. 


V 

But, to make a play, it is not enough to present Intel¬ 
ligence at odds with Morals. For, as was Idiig since 
pointed out to me by my dear Mend Fleeming Jenkin, 
the staple of Drama is Emotion. “ You must have Inci¬ 
dent,” he argued, in his fine, logical way, “ or your Emo¬ 
tion will not be Strong; you must have Character, or it 
will not be Interesting; you must have Style, or your 
presentation of it, whatever it be, will not be Literature.” 
But, if you lacked all these (the contention Was) you 
might stagger through, and grip your audience, and 
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adiieve your end, if only you had Emotion. Dumas 
though Jenkin knew it not, had said the same 
thing years before. There was an essential dilFerence, 
he remariced, betwe^ himself and Hugo, “ le Penseur ” 
(so the loyal old Artist called the greatest Liar in all 
Drama), and the difference consisted in this : Hugo could 
do nothii% in the play-writing way without what one 
may call the fripperies of drama — Homs of Hemani, 
Tombs of Charlemagne, “ Soupers k Ferrare,” Choruses 
of Monks, Coffins, Thunder and Lightning, Ruined Cas¬ 
tles, and the like; whereas all he wanted was “ four tres¬ 
tles, four boards, two actors, and a passion.” *T is the 
briefest, the most comprehensive, the most luminous 
statement of the essenti^ of drama that ever, I believe, 
was made; and it fits the “ Othello ” of Shakespeare as 
it fits the .^schylean “ Oresteia,” like a glove. 

Scene by scene and act by act, the “ Moor of Venice ” 
moves with an irresistible stride to an inevitable end; ’t is 
a lasting and affecting proof, if any proof were needed, 
that the “well-made play” did not begin with “An¬ 
tony” and “la Tour de Nesle”; it shows that the Sar- 
dou formi^ and the Ibsen formula are mere matters of 
to-day, and that here at least is a point at which the 
Sophocles of the “ (Edipus ” might take hands with Shake¬ 
speare, and own that, his own masterpiece, all radiant and 
serene as it appears, is no greater nor more splendid an 
^achievement in design, in constmction, in effect, than this. 
This is another way of saying that, lago apart, the inter¬ 
est of “ Othello ” is entirely and unalterably emotional. 
You might play it in a bam, and it would still fulfil it- 
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self; for the singular reason that here, wherever^ou look, 
are old Dumas' **two actors and a passion," and that 
what Jenkin called “emotion” is never absent. The 
actors change: are now Othello and lago, now Desde- 
mona and Emilia, now Othello and Desdemona, now 
Emilia and Othello, now Othello and Fate, the tremen¬ 
dous, the inevitable: even Death. But the passion 
persists: it shifts its quality as the Master wills, takes 
on the hues, speaks with the voice, dares with the 
furiousness of love, and hate, and jealousy, and misery 
and murder and despair. But, once evoked, it never lets 
go of your throat; and this is what makes “ Othello ” the 
play of plays it is. I think that “ Lear ” is bigger, as 
being more elemental (let us say); I think that “ Hamlet ” 
is certainly more subtle, more engaging, more romantic; 
I think that in “ Measure for Measure ” and “ Macbeth ”: 
perhaps, too, in “ Troilus,” and in “ Antony and Cleo¬ 
patra,” with its elderly lovers kissing ^d dpng against 
a background of ruining Empire and a changing world: 
we get more of such vital and undisguisable essentials as 
went to the making of our Prospero-Proteus, our Man 
of Men, our Chief of Poets. But nowhere in Ms achieve¬ 
ment has he discoVered a greater capacity, a clearer in¬ 
sight, a more assured and royal method, than here. Of 
course, he plundered Cinthio ; but who was Cinthio that 
he should not be plundered ? And of what effect were 
Cinthio now — he, and his Antient, and his Lieutenant^, 
his “Mo«re,” and his Desdemona—had he not been 
translated, and glorified, and eternised in terms of very 
Shakespeare ? 
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VI 

Tragedy is an abstraction of life at its quintessential 
points: its passages of high-climbing, inoubliable, anni¬ 
hilating rapture; its supreme moments of envy, hate, 
wrath, misery, suspicion, liist, despair. And Shake¬ 
speare, the great “ Abstractor of Quintessences,” accom¬ 
plished no more splendidly difficult task in all the years 
of his tremendous and triumphing achievement than 
when he made his Moor, not merely plausible, but en¬ 
tirely human and credible. It has been, and perhaps 
jtill is, objected to this august and immortal thing, that 
Othello is too “ easily moved ”: that his ear is too wide, 
that is, his mind too prompt, his heart too eager to 
entertain suspicion; and that he is so readily satisfied in 
the matter of proof that he might give points to such 
typical exemplars of homdom as Amolphe in ‘‘F^lcole 
des femmes” and the Sganarelle of “le Cocu imagin- 
aire.” These objections have, of course, been traversed, 
and traversed to so complete a purpose that I note them 
only for She form’s sake, and with never a thought of 
going back on them. ’Tis enough to note that Trag¬ 
edy, being a quintessentialised abstraction of life in its 
most desperate potentialities, has its own convention, 
and is governed by none but its own rules, and that to 
^begin upon the examination of an exemplary piece of 
tragedy by questioning the propriety of that convention 
were to make Criticism impossible. To. accept the 
Tragic Convention is to find the character of Othello an 
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“entire and perfect chrysolite** among creations: an 
achievement in presentation which Shakespeare himself 
has not surpassed; a study in passion-wrought character 
in which the last is said. ’Tis as it were a soul in 
earthquake and eclipse; and there is never a detail, 
never a touch of the cataclysm, however variable and 
minute, but is realised and recorded with s6 consum¬ 
mate an artistry, an intelligence so abounding, so 
complete, and so assured, that the issue savours of 
inspiration. 


VII 

It is history that J.-B. Poquelin, called Moli^re, wrote 
for his company, and that, cutting his parts to his actors 
and actresses much as a modem snip cuts you his 
“ tailor-mades ” and his “ suits ” to the physical idiosyn¬ 
crasies of his customers, female and male, succeeded, 
being an accomplished and very admirable master in this 
sort of sartorials, not only in fitting his customers but, 
also, in founding and establishing a tradition : % tradition, 
too, of such comprehensive and enduring potency that, 
in its shadow, Coquelin atnd plays Scapin much as 
Moli^re played Scapin, while Agnds (say) and Horace 
are to this day presented in the same terms, on the same 
level, so far as is possible in the same spirit, as were im-» 
posed by^J.-B. Poquelin on le Sieur Lagrange and on 
that brilliant and beautiful Mile, de Brie, of whom *tis 
told that, at sixty, she was still the best Agn^s of 
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alL Now, Moli^re was the greatest Actor-Manager^ 
that ever lived; but it is obvious that Shakespeare, being 
a person of (shall I say ?) considerable intelligence, an¬ 
ticipated him in this matter, and, having a great actor, 
Burbage to wit, in his company, wrote as carefully and 
as joyously for him as, long years after, le Sieur Po¬ 
quelin wrote for Moli^re and Lagrange and de Brie. 
I would go so far as to say that had Dick Burbage — a 
Stratford man, too I — been of another temperament than 
he was, and lacked the strange, romantic, passionate face 
he had, there had been differences in Richard, Hamlet, 
Macbeth, Lear, Othello, as we have them, and that they 
who would fain present the dramatist from his plays 
would do well to look carefrilly and keenly into the in¬ 
tellectual and emotional quality of his chief of actors. 
But such argument is not for here nor now; and I 
end with this reflection: “ This afternoon, at the Globe 
Theatre, First Performance of ‘ Othello, the Moore of 
Venice’; Othello, Master Richard Burbadge.” Othello 1 
with Burbage **up,” and Shakespeare prompting him 
from the wings? What 

• W. E. Henley. 

♦ 

1 That he wrote his best for himself and his temporary woman, or ** leading 
lady.” is but to say that be was a Manager-Actor in the fullest sense of the 
tenii. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE* 


Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, a senator. 

Other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Brabantio. 

Lodovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, a noble Moor in the service of the Venetian state. 
Cassio, his lieutenant. 

Iaoo, his ancient. 

Roderigo, a Venetian gentleman. 

Montano, Othello’s predecessor in the government of Cyprus. 
Clown, servant to Othello. 

Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio and wife to Othello. 

Emilia, wife to lago. 

Bianca, mistress to Cassio. 

Sailor, Messenger, Herald, Officers, Gentlemen, Musicians, an^ 

Attendants. 

Scene: Venice: a seaport in Cyprus 


1 This piece was first printed in 1682 in a quarto volume which was reissued ii 
16S0. A better and fuller text appeared in the First Folio of 1683. Acts and Scene: 
are indicated in the First Folio, and a list of **The Names of the Actors” is put 
the end. The First Quarto has no sudi list, and the only notes ol scenk: subdivirioni 
there are prefixed to Acts II, IV, and V, which are introduced rapectiv^ with the 
words Actus 9^ Scama 1, Actus and Aehu 6, 




A STREET 


Enter Rodebigo and Iago 


Roderigo 


USH, NEVER TELL ME; I 
take it much unkindly 
That thou, Iago, who hast had 
my purse 

As if the strings were thine, 
shouldst know of this. 

Iago. ’Sblood, but you will 
not hear me: 

If ever I did dream of such a 
matter. 

Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told’st me thou 

__didst hold him in thy hate. 

Iago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones of 
the city. 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant. 



1 Tuaht never tell me] Thus the Quartos. The Folios omit Ttteh. Ro¬ 
derigo is impati^tlj rebuking lago*s protestations, that he was igno- 
tant of Rodrigo's love for Desdemona. The dialogue, which Is 
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ACT I 


Oif-capp’d to him: and, by the faith of man, ^ 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place: 

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war; 

And, in conclusion, < 

Nonsuits my mediators; for, “Certes,” says be, 

“I have already chose my officer.” 

And what was he? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife; 

under weigh before the scene opens, deab with the first news of 
Othello^s elopement with Desdemona, which lago has just commu¬ 
nicated to Roderigo. 

S know of thia\ know, without revealing to the speaker, the understand¬ 
ing between Othello and Desdemona. 

10 Off-capp*d to] Stood cap in hand soliciting. 

15 with a bomhoM drcumHance] with inflated circumlocution. 

16 “Ccrtcs”] Certainly, assuredly. 

19-SO arithTndician . . . Florentine] one only fit for dealing with figures 
on paper, a man suited to the vocation of a city derk, able to add and 
subtract. Cassio as a Florentine might be credited with quickness 
at figures and bookk^ping, a characteristic of the Florentines* tradi¬ 
tional absorption in commerce. Cf. line 31, infra. Arithmetical 
faculty might, too, be well ascribed to a soldier who had only learnt 
the art of war in books of strategy, which commonly abounded in 
statistical tables. Cf. line 24, infra, bookish theoric.** 

21 ^ fdkno almost damn'd in a fair wif^ Thus the early editions. The 
reading is difficult, and many dianges have been suggested, but none 
are quite convindng. Cassio is a bachelor; but at Act IV, Sc. i, lago 
banters hiSEi with the report that he b intending to many the courtesan 
Bianca. lago may imply sneeringly here that Cassio b on the point 
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That i\^ver set a squadron in the field. 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster; unless the bookish theoric. 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he: mere prattle without practice 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election: 

And I, sf whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be be-Iee*d and calm’d M 
By debitor and creditor: this counter-caster, 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I — God bless the mark! — his Moorship’s ancient. 

coming to grief, of challenging damnation by making the beautiful 
prostitute his wife, lago has a cynical suspicion of his own wife’s 
fidelity (see I, iii, 381-382; II, i, 283-293; IV, ii, 148, zn/m), and is 
inclined to regard damnation as the common fate of all husbands of 
beautiful women. 

23 the division of a battle] the disposition of a battalion. 

24 theoric] theory. Cf. All's WeUt IV, iii, 135; **theoric of war.” 

25 toged] Thus the First Quarto. AJl other eariy editions read less pointedly 

Umguedt i. s., garrulous, talkative. Toged means wearing the “toga,’* 
the uniform civil officers of state as opposed to militaiy officers. 
^“Gonauls*’ merely means coimciUors or senators, as in I, ii, 43, infra, 
propose] talk. * 

30 be-lee'd] under the lee of another, out of the way of the wind, and so 
becalmed (as of a ship). 

81 By dMor and creditor] By a mere bookkeeper, and ready-reckoner. 
counter-caster] one who casts up counters; an old method of account¬ 
ancy. Cf. line 19, supra, ** arithmetician.*’ 

32 in good time] used ironically like tibe French **& la bonne heure,” i. e., 
“forsooth,” “good luck.** 

83 Ood bless the mark!] God avert the omen! 

ancient] a colloquial mispronunciation of **ensign.” 
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ACT I 


Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been hi^ hang¬ 
man. 

Iago. Why, there *a no remedy; ’tis the curse of 
service. 

Preferment goes by letter and affection, 

And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge youffself 
Whether I in any just term am affined 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

Iago. O, sir, content you; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him: 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 

That doting on his own obsequious bondage 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass, 

For nought but provender, and when he’s old, cashier’d: 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty. 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves. 

And throwing but shows of service on their lords 
Do well thrive by them, and when they have lined their 
coats 

Do themselves homage: these fellows have some soul, 
And such a one do I profess myself. 

S6 by letter and afle(di(m\ by commendatory testimonial and favouritism. 
SO I . . . affinei^ I am bound in any sudi dose tenns of affinity or kin¬ 
ship as. ^ 

49 htmeH knaves^ hcmest fellows. 

fiO trimmed . . « wa^] decked out in the outward fonx^ and s^Uaiuxs. 

[6] 



SCENE P 


OTHELLO 


For, ^r, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago: 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 60 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end: 

For when my outward-action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’t is not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at: I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe. 

If he can carry’t thus! 

Iago. Call up her father. 

Rouse him: make after him, poison his delight, 

Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kinsmen, 70 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flies: though that his joy be joy, 


58 / would not he Iag6[ Either “I should not be my servile self.” or prefer¬ 
ably **there would be no need for me to play this malicious role.” 

64 In com'pXimemt e7dern\ In external etiquctteor behaviour; Rowe’s correc¬ 

tion of the original reading complement [i. c., accomplishment] extern. 

65 / will wear . . . upon my sleeve] Men of faihion wore their mistresses’ 

favours or tokens pinned to their sleeve. 

96 I am not what I om] 1 am concealing my true character, 1 am not what 
I seem to others to be. 

67-68 What . , . carry H thus] What a fulness of luck does the nigger 
enjoy or possess, if he can succeed in a matter of this sort. “Thidc- 
Ups,” which were dominant features of negroes, was an expression 
only applicable by way of abuse to a smooth-lipped Moor. 

79 Plague him with flies] The speaker has in mind the noisome activity 
of insect pests in barren sandy n^ons. 

[7] 




OTHELLO 


' ACT I 


I 

Yet throw such changes of vexation on ’t ^ 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father’s house; I’ll call aloud. 

Iago. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. < 

Rod. What, ho, Brabantio! Signior Brabantio, ho! 
Iago. Awake! what, ho, Brabantio! thieves ! thieves! 

thieves! so 

Look to your house, your daughter and your bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio appears above , at a window 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 

Iago. Are your doors lock’d ? 

Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

Iago. ’Zounds, sir, you ’re robb’d; for shame, put on 
your gown; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul; 

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram ^ 

Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise; 90 

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell. 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you: 

Arise, I say. 


73 change^ alternatioiis. Thus the Quartos. The Folios read chances, 
i. e., damaging accidents. 

77 by night and w^igence] at night and through n^igence, or as a result 
of carelessness. 


[8] 





OTHELLO 


Bra^ What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 
voice? 

- Bra. Not I: what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. * The worser welcome: 

I have charged thee not to haunt about my doors: 

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee; and now, in madness, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, lOO 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing ? this is Venice; 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. los 

I AGO. ^Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to do 
you service and you think we are ruffians, you’ll have 
your daughter covered with a Barbary horse; you’ll 


100 dui^pering draughts] intoxicating liquori. 

101 Up(m malicious bravery] Out of nudicioiia bravado and bluster. Thus 
the Quartos. 

107 a grange] a secluded farm-house in the open countiy. 

108 In simpU and pure soul] With absolute honesty of purpose. 

[»] 



OTHELLO 


ACT I 


have your nephews neigh to you; you’ll have 90 ursers 
for cousins/and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 

Iago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast with 
two backs. • 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Iago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, Roderigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I beseech 
you, 1*1 

If’t be your pleasure and most wise consent. 

As partly I find it is, that your fair daughter, • 

At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night. 
Transported with no worse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 

If this be known to you, and your allowance. 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs; 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me iso 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 

# 

118 nej>hews\ grandsons* 

114 gennets for germans] (small Spanish) horses for kinsmen. 

115 profane] blasphemoua 

liS4 At this odd-even .. . o* the nigfU] At the midmost period of the 
night, between 12 p. m. and 1 a. m., when night, as in Macb.t HI, 
iv, 127, is “at odds with morning.’* ^ 

125 Transported] Has been or was tram^rted. The y»b in the sentenoe 
is incomplete. 

128 and your aUouHsno^ and (has) your approval. 

181 We have your wrong rdbulee] You rebuke us unjustly. 

[ 10 ] 
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That, •from the sense of all civility, 

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: 

Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt. 

Tying her duty,* beauty, wit and fortunes. 

In an extravagant and*wheeling stranger 

Of herft and every where. Straight satisfy yourself: 

If she be in her chamber or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 140 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 

Give me a taper! call up all my people! 

This accident is not unlike my dream: 

Belief of it oppresses me already. 

Light, I say! light! [Exit above, 

Iago. Farewell; for I must leave you: 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 

To be produced — as, if I stay, I shall — 

Against the Moor: for I do know, the state, 

However this may gall him with some check, 

Cannot with safety cast him; for he’s embark’d wo 
With sijch loud reason to the Cyprus wars. 

Which even now stand in act, that^ for their souls. 
Another of his fathom they have none 


1S2 from the aense} contraiy to the intentum. 

187-138 In an extravagant , . . every where] To a vagabond and rov¬ 
ing foreigner belonging to this and every country. 

140 check] rebuke. 

150 cast] dismiss, reject CSf. V, ii, 880, infra, 

158 fathom^ capaci^. 


[11] 
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To lead their business: in which regard, ', 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains. 

Yet for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love, 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find 
him, • 

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search; • 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. [ExU. m 

Enter^ below, BaiiBANTio, in his night-gown, and Servants 

with torches 

Bra. It is too true an evil: gone she is; 

And what’s to come of my despised time 
Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her ? O unhappy girl! 

With the Moor, say’st thou ? Who would be a father! 
How didst thou know ’t was she ? O, she deceives me 
Past thought! What said she to you ? Get more tapers. 
Raise all my kindred. Are they married, think you ? 
Rod. Truly, I think they are. 


154 in which regard] on which account. # 

159 the Sagittarg] probably intended for the name of a well-known inn, 
which bore as its sign a picture of the Archer of the Zodiac. The 
** Centaur ** is similarly mentioned in Com. of Errors, I, ii, 9 el passim, 
and ‘*the Pegasus** in T. of Shrew, IV, iv, 5. There seems no ground 
for the suggestion frequently made by commentators <m this line that 
the arsenal of Venice was called by this name. 
the raised search] the hue and cry. 

162 mg despised^ time] According to Johnson **time of no value.** The 
notion seems to be that for the rest of Brabantio*s life he will be an 
object of contempt. 


[18] 
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OTHELLO 


Bra.^O heayen! How got she out? O treason of 
the blood! i70 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see them act. Is there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Havecyou not read, Roderigo, 

Of some'such thing? 

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. O, would you had had her! 
Some one way, some another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rod. I think 1 can discover him, if you please 
•To get good guard and go along with me. iso 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I’ll call; 

I may command at most. Get weapons, ho! 

And raise some special officers of night. 

On, good Roderigo; I’ll deserve your pains. [Exeuni. 


SCENE II—ANOTHER STREET 
ErUer Othello, Iago, and Attendants vnth torches 

Iago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuflf o’ the conscience 


ITS the property of] the innooenoe appertaming to. 

174 oStMcd] deceived, deluded. 

18S / may command at mod] My word b law at most houses. 

18S of night] Thus the First Quarto. All other eaiiy editions read c/ 
might, 

S very duff] essence. 
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To do no contrived murder: I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service: nine or ten times 
1 had thought to have yerk’d him here under Uie 
ribs. . 

Oth. *T is better as it is. 

I AGO. Nay, but he prated 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, 
sir, 

Are you fast married ? Be assured of this, 

That the magnifico is much beloved, 

And hath in his effect a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s: he will divorce you. 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law, with all his might to enforce it on. 

Will give him cable. 

Oth. Let him do his spite: 

My services, which I have done the signiory, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints. ’T is yet to know — 
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour. 


5 yerk*d Am] given him (i. e., Roderigo) a smart stab. Thus the Folios. 
Tbe Quartos read jerk'd. 

10 forbear Am] let him alone. 

12 the nuignifi^] the grandee Brabantio. “Magnifioo** was a term spe* 
cifically applied to a Venetian magnate. 

1S>14 a voice potential . . . duke'e] a voice of powerful influence quite 
as eatenil^ as the duke's. ''Double*' often means "ezoeptiosially 
strong,** as "single” often means "exceptionally weak.** 

17 cable] full means or opportunity. 

[14] 
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I shall promulgate — 1 fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, and my demerits 
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach’d: for know, lago. 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into*circumscription and confine 
For the sea’s worth. But, look! what lights come 
yond? 

Iaoo. Those are the raised father and his friends: 

You were best go in. 

Oth. Not I; I must be found: so 

•My parts, my title and my perfect soul. 

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

Iago. By Janus, 1 think no. 


22 siege] rank. "Siege” often means "seat” or "throne.” 

demerits] “deserts/’ “merits/’ as in the classical Latin “demereo.” 
28 unbonn^ed] This must mean “ with the cap off,” " without any conceal¬ 
ment. ” Othello points out that bis merits may openly and undis- 
guisedly address on even terms (or rank with) a station in life as 
eminent as that to which his marriage conducts him. The sugges¬ 
tion of^beisanoe which often attaches to “unbonneted” does not 
belong to the word here. • 

• 28 vnhoiued] undom^ticated, without household cares. 

27 drcwnseripHon and confine] circumscribed limits. 

28 the sea's worth] Cf. Sonnet xxi, 6 , “sea^ rich gems.” 

‘ 29 raised] summoned. Cf. I, i, 1^9, supra, “the raised search/* and 
I, i, 18S, “raise some special officers.” 

* SI My •parts . . . my perfect soul] My endowments or g^ts . . . myspoU 

liM omiscienoe. 

S8 By Janus] lago appropriately swears by the double-faced god. 
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ACT 1 


Eniet Cassio, and ceriain Officers with torches ' 

Oth. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends! 

What is the news ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general, 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appear&nce. 

Even on the instant. 

Oth. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 

It is a business of some heat: the galleys 40 

Have sent a dozen sequent messengei^s 
This very night at one another’s heels; * 

And many of the consuls, raised and met, 

Are at the duke’s already: you have been hotly call’d 
for; 

When, being not at your lodging to be found. 

The senate hath sent about three several quests 
To search you out. 

Oth. ’T is well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 

And go with you. [Es^, 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here? 

Iago. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carack: ' 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. «i 

S5 The goodness . . . itpon you\ Good night to you! 

41 sequent] following one another, one after Uie other. 

43 emsvJe] councillors. Of. I, i, £5, supra, **toged eonstds" 

46 a6oid] TIituLthe Folios. The Quartos read above, 
que^ aearw parties. 

60 a land carocil;] a ship of great burden on land. 

[ 16 ] 
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Cas. Jl do not understand. 

Iago. He*s married. 

Cas. To who? 


Re-enter Othello 

Iago. ^Many, to — Come, captain, will you go ? 
Oth. Have with you, 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 
Iago. It is Brabantio: general, be advised; 

He comes to bad intent. 

^ Enter Brabantio, Roderioo, and Officers with torches and 

weapons 

Oth. Holla! stand there! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides. 

Iago. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them. 

Good simior, you shall more command with years 
Than with your weapons. , 

Bra. O &OU foul thief, where hast thou stow’d my 
daughter ? 


52 To whof’\ Cassio’s igiumuioe is affected. Cf. m, iii, 97, where Othello 
asserts that Cassio knew his rdaticms with Desdemona **from first 
to last” 

5S Have toith you] I am quite ready. 

55 be ttdvtsedj be careful. 

2 [ 17 ] 
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ACT I 


Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her;, 

For I’ll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound. 

Whether a maid so tender, fair and happy. 

So opposite to marriage that she shunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock. 

Run from her guardage \o the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight. 

Judge me the world, if’t is not gross in sense 
That thou hast practised on her with foul charms. 
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That weaken motion: I’ll have’t disputed on; 

*T is probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 

65 // . . . bound] The First Quarto omits this line. 

68 curled darlings] pretty fops, who were wont to curl their hair. Cf. Ani, 
and Cleop.t V, ii, 299, “the curled Antony,” 

70 guardage] guardianship. 

71 a thing ... to fear, not to delight] a thing ... to cause fear, not to 

give delight. r 

72-77 Judge . . . thee] "The First Quarto omits this passage. 

72 Judge . . . gross in sense] Let the world jud^ for me, if it is 

not obvious to any understanding. Cf. 76, m/ro, “palpaUe to 
thinking.” 

75 tueaken motion] impair the faculties. Hann^r needlessly suggested 
tDohen motion, i. e., waken the sensual impulse, althou^ “motion ** 
c^ten has the latter sense. Cf. I, iii, 95, injra. 

77 ottooA] arrest. 

78 on. abuser ofike world] a proclaimed cheat. 

79 inhibited . . . warrant] prohibited and unauthorised. 

[ 18 ] 
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Lay ho{d upon him: if he do resist, 80 

Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. ' Hold your hands, 

Both you of my inclining and the rest: 

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. Where will you that I go 
To answr this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison, till fit time 

Of law and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. 

Oth. What if I do obey ? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 

• Whose messengers are here about my side, 

Upon some present business of the state 
To bring me to him ? 

First Off. *T is true, most worthy signior; 

The duke’s in council, and your noble self, 

I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How! the duke in council! 

In this time of the night! Bring him away: 

Mine’s not an idle cause: the duke himself. 

Or any of my brothers of the state, 

Cannot tut feel this wrong as *t wepe their own; 

For if such actions may have passage free. 

Bond-slaves and pagans shall oimt statesmen be. [Exeunt, 

Sft 0 / my meH/ning] of those indined to side with me. 

86 eoune of direct eeeeion] regular process of judicial procedure. 

90 pagans] lawless savages. 
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( 


SCENE in —A COUNCIL-CHAMBER 

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table; Officers attending 

Duke. There is no composition in these ne^s 
That gives them credit. 

First Sen. Indeed they are disproportion'd; 

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

Sec. Sen. And mine, two hundred: 

But though they jump not on a just account, — 

As in these cases, where the aim reports, 

’T is oft with difference, — yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement: 

I do not so secure me in the error, lo 

But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. \Wiihin] What, ho! what, ho! what, ho! 
First Off. A messenger from the galleys. 


1 componft’on] consistency, coherence. 

5 fump not . . . accov,fi£\ agree not in an exact estimate. 

6 the aim reports] guess or conjecture brings the news. 

8 A Turkish fled . . . Cyprus] Cyprus was under thcJ dominion of the 
Venetian republic from 1489 till 1571, when it was captured by the 
Turkish fleet. 

10-1* 1 do wA so secure . . . fearfd sense] I do not attach so much im¬ 
portance tolHie discrepancy as not to admit the substantial accuracy 
of the intelligence in its sense of giving ground for alarm. 

[«>] 
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* Enter Sailor 

Duke. Now, whatthe business? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes; 

So was I bid report here to the state 
By Signior Angelo. * 

Duke.* How say you by tliis change ? 

First Sen, This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason: ’t is a pageant 
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, «o 

And let ourselves again but understand 
*rhat as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question bear it, 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dress’d in: if we make thought of this, 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 

To leave that latest which concerns him first. 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain. 

To wake and wage a danger profitless. so 

Duke., Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes. 
First Off. Here is more news. • 


, 14 preparation] force ready for action. Cf. line 221, infra. 

n How . . . change .q What do you mala this change? 

, 18 aeeay] test. 

28 “with more facile que/tion hear it] with less oppositicm contest it. 
24-80 For that . . . profUees] The First Quarto omits this passage. 
24 6rcire] state of defence. 

80 vxdee and wage] excite and dudlenge. 
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EvJtef a Messenger ^ 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 

Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 

Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 

First Sen. Ay, so I thought. How many, as you 
guess ? " 

Mess. Of thirty sail: and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Monteno, 

Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 40 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. ’T is certain then for Cyprus. 

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town ? 

First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us to him; post-post-haste 
dispatch. 

First Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant 
Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iaoo, Roderioo, and Officers 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

[To BtabarUw] I did not see you; welcome, gentle signior; 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 

S3 The OtUmiUs] The Ottomans, the Turks. ' 

35 injointed thern\ joined their foi^, combined. 

36 Ay, eo I . y%ieas The First Quarto omits this line. 

44 Mareue Ltioeioos] apparently a prominent Greek of Cyprus, who was 
known to^ visiting Italy. He b mentioned nowhere else. 

46 to A>m] The First Quarto reads wieh him, L e., desire him to come. 
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Bra^ So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place nor aught 1 heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth the general 
care 

Take hold on me; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and overbearing nature 
That it Sngluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter? 

Bra. My daughter! O, my daughter! 

All. Dead ? 

Bra. Ay, to me; 

•She is abused, stol’n from me and corrupted so 

By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks; 

For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duke. Whoe’er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After yoijr own sense, yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. • 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 70 

Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it seems, 

fid fooi-gaie] like a torrent rushing through a sluice. 

^ dTHTO ihe Moody . . . sense] the stringent statute appointing condign 
puni^ment shall be applied to the letter, in accord with your o^ 
mterpretation. 

00-70 though . . . action] though our own son should be defendant in 
your action. 

[a*] 
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Your special mandate for the state-affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very sorry for’t. ' 

Duke. [To OtheUo] What in your own part can you 
say to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend signlors. 

My very noble and approved good masters, 

That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter 
It is most true; true, I have married her: 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 

And little blest with the soft phrase of peace; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvamish’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what charms. 
What conjuration and what mighty magic — 

For such proceeding I am charged withal — 

I won his daughter. 

Bra. a maiden never bold; 

77 approved good tried patrons. 

84 some nine moons wasted] saye for nine months, wasted in unen^ih^- 

m^t. 

85 dMorest] (£el, most important 
00 rotindl plain, direct 
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Of spipt so still and quiet that her motion 
Blush’d at herself; and she — in spite of nature. 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing — 

To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on! 

It is a judgement maim’d and most imperfect. 

That will confess perfeotion so could err loo 

Against^all rules of nature; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again, 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er the blood, 

^ Or with some dram conjured to this effect, 

He wrought upon her. 

• Duke. To vouch this, is no proof. 

Without more certain and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming do prefer against him. 

First Sen. But, Othello, speak: no 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections ? 

Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth P 

Oth. ^ I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, • 

S5-96 her motion . . . hertdf] any sensi^l impulse of her spirit caused 
Uushing. **Motion'* is thus used elsewhere. Cf. note on 1, ii, 75, 
supra. “Her,” “herself” both refer to Desdemona’s spirit. The 
“^irit” or “soul” is usually recktmed feminine. 

108~10a thin habUe . . . modem teemimg] superficial semblances and in. 
substantial conjectures of trivial appearance. “ Modem ” b frequently 
used by Shakespeare Icn* trivial or oommon|daoe. Cf. As you like tf, 

• n, vii, 156: “wise saws and modem instimoes.” 
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And let her speak of me before her father; , 

If you do find me foul in her report, 

The trust, the office I do hold of you, 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. , 120 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them; you best know Ihe place. 

[Exeunt lago and Attendants. 
And till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 

So justly to your grave ears I ’ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love 
And she in mine. * 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father loved me, oft invited me. 

Still question’d me the stoiy of my life 

From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, iso 

That I have pass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents by flood and field, ^ 

Of hair-breadth ’seapes i’ the imminent deadly breach. 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 

And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my travels’ history; 

ISO portance . . . history] Thus substantially the Second Quarto. The 
First Qua^ has the variation vnih U all my for porianoe in my, wh0e 
the Folios substitute TraveUers tor travels*. **P<Htance*' means de¬ 
portment, carriage. 
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Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 140 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 
heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, — such was the process; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do gro^ beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house-affairs would draw her thence; 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She ’Id come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse: which I observing, ifio 

«Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 

But not intentively: I did consent. 

And often did beguile her of her tears 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youtii suffer’d. My story being done, 

140 crntrea] caves or caverns; a French word, not found elsewhere. 

144-14S mem whose heads . . . shoulders] Cf. Raleigh's Discoverie of 
Chdana^ 1596, where a nation of people whdse '‘heades appeare not 
above their shoulders” b allotted by Raleigh to a region of South 
America on hearsay evidence, whidi hoi b inclined to credit 
146 indine] sc. her ear. 

151 a ^iant hour] a suitable hour. 

158 dUate] relate in full. 

154 hy Tparcds] in parts, partially. 

155 tnfenrivsiy] with full attention, mtently. Thus the Quartos. The 
First Folio reads less satisfactorily insHnclively and the later Folios 
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She gave me for my pains a world of sighs: 

She swore, in faith, *t was strange, ’t was passing strange; 
’T was pitiful, ’t was wondrous pitiful: mi 

She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she wish’d 
That heaven had made her such a man; she thank’d me. 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake: 

She loved me for the dangers I had pass’d. 

And I loved her that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have used. 

Here comes the lady; let her witness it. 170 

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best: 

Men do their broken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak: 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 

Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man'! Come hither, gentle mistress: 

Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. My noble father, 180 

I do perceive here a divided duty: 

To you I am bound for life and education; 

159 Tiuu the Quartos. The Folios read unsatirfactorily kuaea. 

173 Take up . . . at the best] Make the best of this ugly tortured biism^. 
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My life.and educadoii both do learn me 
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter: but here*s my husband, 
And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

Bra. God be with you! I have done. 

Please it your grace, on to the state-affairs: loo 

I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 

Come hither. Moor: 

1 here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Wiich, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel, 

1 am glad at soul 1 have no other child; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a sentence 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers «oo 
Into'your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 


* 183 leam\ teach. * 

191 gei\ beget. 

197 eJMape] escapade. 

109 let flte speak Wee yowrsdjl Let me speak as it would become you to 
^ qpeak (ol un faU accomplt). 

200 grin] step; from the <dd Ffendi gms^ plural of gri, a step. 

202 Whm remediee . . . ended] Cf. L, L. L., V, ii, 28: *‘paBt cure is still 
past care.’* See also Wint. Tale, HI, ii, 219-220, and MaA., HI, u, 
11 - 12 . 


[*9] 



OTHELLO 


ACTI 


« 


To mourn a mischief that is^past and gone , 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes* 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d that smiles steals something from the thief; 
He robs himself that spends •a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile*; *io 

We lose it not so long as we can smile. 

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 

These sentences, to sugar or to gall. 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal: 

But words are words; I never yet did hear 
That the bruised heart was pierced through the ear. 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the afPairs of state. ««o 
Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus. Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is best known to you; and though we have there a sub- 

207 Patience her injury a mockery makes] Patience ridicules the loss. 

218 the free comfort . . . hears] The moral precepts of consolation which 
are liberally bestowed when sentences are pronounced in a court of 
law. In line 216, ia/m, ‘‘sentences** is used in the different sense of 
“maxims** or “proverbs.** 

215 to pay grief] to satisfy the call of grief. 

216-217 These sentences . . . equivocal] These marims have equivocal 
force, have ambiguous significance, and equally well tend to sweetness, 
or bitterness, tend to console or exasperate. 

219 pierdtd] penetrated, reached, touched. Cf. L. L. £., V, ii, 740: 
“Honest plain words best pierce ike ear of gri^’* 

221 prspororion] force ready for action. Cf. line 14, supra. 
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stitute of most allowed sufBciency, yet opinion, a sover¬ 
eign mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice on you: 
you must therefore be content to slubber the gloss of 
your new fortimes with this more stubborn and boister¬ 
ous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant custom, most grave senators. 

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war sso 

My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife, 

Due reference of place and exhibition, 

With such accommodation and besort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Tf you please. 

Be't at her father’s. 

Bra. I’ll not have it so. S 40 

Oth. Nor I, 

Des. Nor I, I would not there reside, 

S24-225 opiwhn . . . effects] public opinion, which exerts effective 
sovereignty. * 

sltihber the gloss] sully or blur the brightness. 

2 S1 thrice-driven bed of down] bed of softest and lightest feathers. A 
living fan was applied to feathers in order to separate the light from 
the heavy. 

, agnize] confess, acknowledge. 

2S5 bending to yowr stote] making obeisance to your throne. 

2 S7 Due ref^enee . . . exhibition] Due allotment of residence and 
maintenance or allowance. 

S88 &a«ofit]companion^p, retinue; not found elsewhere as a substantive. 
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To put my father in impatient thoughts , 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear. 

And let me find a charter in your voice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 

My downright violence and storm of fortunes 

May trumpet to the world: my heart’s subdued «50 

Even to the very quality of my lord: 

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rites for which I love him are bereft me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 

Oth. Let her have your voices. * sso 

244 your prosperoua ear] your propitious, favourable ear. Thus the 
Folios. The Quartos read more simply a gracious ear. 

245 duiHer] legal protection. • 

249 My downright vicience and storm of fortunes] My unbridled impetu¬ 
osity and tempestuous challenge of the common course of fortune. 
Thus the Folios. The First Quarto reads soome of Fortunes for storm 
of fortunes. 

251 the very quality] the whole nature, character, and virtue; ^'quality" 
has a wider significance here than its common sense of **prolea8ion.'* 
Thus the Folios. The First Quarto reads the utmost pleasure. 

252 I sttu^. . . mind] I found Othello's true character, not in his ldi|ck 
complexion, but in his mental endowments. 

256 A An idle parasite. 
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Vouch with me, heayen, I therefore beg it uot, 

To please the palate of my appetite; 

Nor to comply with heat — the young affects 
In me defunct — and proper satisfaction; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will yout serious and great business scant 
For she is with me. No, when light-wing’d toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seel with wanton dulness 
My speculative and officed instruments, sro 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business. 

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 

And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation! 

263 the young nifecte] the affections or passions of jouth. 

264 In me defunct] Capell’s correction of the original unintelligible 
reading In my defund. The punctuation of this and the former line 
is also due to Capell. For the general sense cf. Fletcher's Fair 
Maid of the Inn, Act I, Sc. i: *'our cold fathers In whom long since 
Uuir youthful h^Xte were dead.** OtheUo (III, iU, 26^-270, infra) thinks 
to explain Desdemona's alleged mfidelity: **for I am declined Into the 
vale of years, — yet that's not much." 

proper] pStsonal, selfish, self-indulgent. 

266 defend . . . that you think] forbid you from tfiinking. 

^69 eteH] dose or sew up the eyes. A method employed in taming hawks. 

Cf. Ill, iii, 214, infra. * 

270 My epeculative and officed instruments] My faculties of thought or 
vidoa and dt actidty in the disdbtaige of duty. ^ 

1171 my disporte] my indulgences in pleasure. 

272 sKSd] kettle or saucepan. 

276 indign and bate advereitiiee] unworthy uid disgraceful accusations of 
enmity. 

274 estimation] Tliua the Folios. The Quartos raid reputation. 
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Duke. Be it as you shall privately detenniije, 

Either for her stay or going: the affair cries haste, 

And speed must answer *t; you must hence to-night. 
Des. To-night, my lord? 

Duke. This night. 

Oth. • With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i* the morning here we "11 irifeet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind, «8o 

And he shall our commission bring to you; 

With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

Oth. So please your grace, my ancient; 

A man he is of honesty and trust: ‘ 

To his conveyance I assign my wife. 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. 

Good night to eveiy one. [To J?m5.] And, noble signior, 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. m 

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use Desdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes^to see: 

She has deceived'her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, Ac. • 

28S import] concern. 

289 If virtue no deligkted hearty toxic] If virtue consist in atUnctions 
capable of giving delight. **Delighted ** here means delightful,*' , 
capable ci causing delight. Cf. Cymh,, V, iv, 101, 102: gift 

The m<Me d^y’d delighted** 

293 She has deceived . . . and may ihee] An ironical anticipati<m of the 
fate attending the union of Desdemona and Othello. 
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Oth. My life upon her faith! Honest lago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee: 

I prithee, let thy wife attend on her; 

And bring them after in the best advantage. 

Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee: we must obey the time. soo 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona, 

Rod. lago! 

Iago. What say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou ? 

Iago. Why, go to bed and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 

Iago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee after. 
Why, thou silly gentleman! 

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is torment; 
and then have we a prescription to die when death is 
our physician. sio 

Iago. O villanous! I have looked upon the world for 
four times seven years; and since I could distinguish 
betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himself. Ere I would say I would 
drown myself for the love of a guinea-hen, I would 
change my humanity with a baboon! 

Rod. \^at should I do ? I confess it is my shame 
J:o be so fond; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

2 d7 in ike best advantage] at the first or most favourable opportunity. 

805 incontinenUy] straightway, immediately. 

Slit four Hmes seven years] Iago here claimed to be no more than twenty- 
eight years old. 

315 gwinea^hen] a word occasionally used as a slang term for **courtesan.’* 
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Iago. Virtue! a fig! ’tis in ourselves that^we are 
thus or thus. Our bodies are gardens; to the which our 
wills are gardeners: so that if we will plant nettles or 
sow lettuce, set hyssop and weed up thyme, supply it 
with one gender of herbs or distract it with many, either 
to have it sterile with idleness or manured with industiy, 
why, the power and corrigible authority of this lies in 
our wills. If the balance of our lives had not one scale 
of reason to poise another of sensuality, the blood and 
baseness of our natures would conduct us to most pre¬ 
posterous conclusions: but we have reason to cool our 
raging motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted lusts; 
whereof I take this, that you call love, to be a sect or • 
scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. sss 

Iago. It is merely a lust of the blood and a permis¬ 
sion of the will. Come, be a man: drown thyself! 
drown cats and blind puppies. I have professed me thy 
friend, and I confess me knit to thy deserving with cables 
of perdurable toughness: I could never better stead thee 


S20 garden^ Thus the Quartos. The Folios read less satisfactorily our 
Gardens, » 

S2S gender] species. 

324 manured] cultivated, or tilled. Cf. Milton, Par, Lost, XI, 28: *'hiii 
own hand manuring.** 

' 825 oorrigihle] corrective, 'or correcting. 

326 balance] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read, quite uninteUi^bly, 
ike brain. 

331 a sed or scum] a cutting or graft. 

836 thy deserving thy merits, deserts. 

337 better stead] better serve. 
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than nqw. Put money in thy purse; follow thou the 
wars; defeat thy favour with an usurped beard; I say, 
put money in thy purse. It cannot be that Desdemona 
should long continue her love to the Moor — put money 
in thy purse — nor he his to her: it was a violent com¬ 
mencement, and thou shailt see an answerable sequestra¬ 
tion; pirt but money in thy purse. These Moors are 
changeable in their wills: — fill thy purse with money. 
The food that to him now is as luscious as locusts, shall 
be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. She must 
change for youth: when she is sated with his body, she 
will find the error of her choice: she must have change, 
%he must: therefore put money in thy purse. If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst: if sancti¬ 
mony and a frail vow betwixt an erring barbarian and a 
supersubtle Venetian be not too hard for my wits and 
all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore make 
money. A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out of 
the way: seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing 
thy joy than to be drowned and go without her. sss 

339 defeat thf favour] disfigure or disguise thy countenance. 

343 an answerable sequestration] a corresponding separation, breach, or 
parting. 

346 locust^ According to Gerard*8 Herbal, tfite fruit or bean of the carob 
(Siliqua dulcis) tree, found both in South Italy and Palestine, was 
of a jui<^ sweetness, and was “of some called St. John’s bread, and 
thought to be that which is translated ‘locusts* whereon St. John 
did feed when he was in the wilderness.*’ 

847 coloqtdntida] more familiarly known as “oolocynth,** made from 
“bitter” apples, a familiar ingredient in pills. 

353 erring] vagabond. 
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Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on 
the isstie ? 8«o 

Iaoo. Thou art sure of me: go, make money: I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I hate 
the Moor: my cause is hearted; thine hath no less 
reason. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
him: if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost tiiyself a 
pleasure, me a sport. There are many events in the 
womb of time, which will be delivered. Traverse; go; 
provide thy money. We will have more of this to¬ 
morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning ? S70 

Iago. At my lodging. • 

Rod. 1*11 be with thee betimes. 

Iago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo? 

Rod. What say you ? 

Iago. No more of drowning, do you hear ? 

Rod. I am changed: 1*11 go sell all my land. [Exif. 

Iago. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse; 

For I mine own gain*d knowledge should profane. 

If I would time expend with such a snipe 

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor; sso 

And it is thought abroad that *twixt my sheet 

He has done my office: I know not if *t be true; 

But I for mere suspicion in that kind 


S63 heafied\ fixed in my heart. 

S67 Trawrae] March; a military word of command. 

S79 snipe] '*W0l>doock’* is also frequent in the sense of simpleton. 
S81-382 And it ia thought ... my office] See note on 1, i, SI, supra, 
and n, i, S89-S9S, and IV, ii, 148, infra. 
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Will <|o as if for surety. He holds me well; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio’s a proper man: let me see now; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will 
In double knavery — How, how ? — Let’s see: — 
After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
To be suspected; framed to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so; 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
• As asses are. 

I have’t. It is engender’d. Hell and night 
Must brina: this monstrous birth to the world’s light. 


884 WVl . . . sureiy\ Will act as if I were certain of it. 

He holds me weU\ He thinks well of me. 

886 (Improper man] a handsome fellow. 

887 plume up my ivUl ] exalt, glorify my ambition. 

891 a smooUi dispose] a smooth 6r gentle disposition or manner. 


890 
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ACT SECOND —SCENE I —A SEA-PORT 


IN CYPRUS 

AN OPEN PLACE NEAR THE QUAY 
Enter Montano and two Gentlemen 

Montano 



HAT FROM THE CAPE 
can you discern at sea ? 

First Gent. Nothing at all.: 
it is a high-wrought flood; 

I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and 
the main. 

Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath 
spoke aloud at land; « 

A fuller blast ne’er shook our 
battlements: 

If it hath rufiian’d so upon the 
sea. 


What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 


Can hold the mortise ? What shall we hear of this | 


7 rufp.<m*d\ Huatered. 

9 h/M the mortite^ keep the dovetailed beams in place. 
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Sec.^Gent. a segregation of the Turkish fleet: lo 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 

The chidden billow seems to pelt 3ie clouds; 

The wind’shaked surge, with high and monstrous mane, 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear. 

And quench the guards»of the ever-fixed pole: 

I never ^id like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d; 

It is impossible to bear it out. 

• Enter a third Genfleman 

Third Gent. News, lads! our wars are done. 20 
The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 

That their designment halts: a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How ! is this true ? 


IS The wiitd-skateed surge . . . mane] The foaming white tops of the 
breakeis are likened to the **mane8” of Itorses, the breakers being 
known in popular parlance as **sea-horses.*’ 

14 the burning hear] the shining constellation of the Great Bear, the 

*’ui8a major” in the northern sky. 

15 the guards of the ever-fixed pole] Uie stars near the pole star. In con- 

temporaiy treatises of navigation ”the guards” is a term specifically 
bestowed on the two stars and y ursae minoris,” which are usually 
depicted cm the shoulder and foreleg of the Little Bear. 

£8 wreck] Hm old reading wrack, t. e., ruin, would be better retained 
hme. 
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Third Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronesa; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 

Is come on shore: the Moor himself at sea. 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on’t; H is a worthy governor. so 
Third Gent. But this same Cassio, though he speak 
of comfort 

Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly 
And prays the Moor be safe; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. Pray heavens he be; 

For I have served him, and the man commands « 
Like a full soldier. Let’s to the seaside, ho! 

As well to see the vessel that’s come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 

Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

Third Gent. Come, let’s do so; 40 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio 

f ' 

Cas. Thanks, ydu the valiant of this warlike isle, 

That so approve the Moor! O, let the heavens 


26 A Vertmem] Doubtless a ship equipped at the expense of the Veronese 
for the Venetian service.. Verona was a dependency oi Venice. ‘ * 
86 fvU\ finished, perfect. 

S9~40 Even tUhf* . . regard^ As far as the disUmt hcurisEon, where the blue 
of the sea and the blue of the sky merge into one indivisible line of 
vision. 
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Give defence against the elements* 

For I nave lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp’d ? 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approved allowance; * 

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, so 

Stand in bold cure. [A cry within: sail, a sail, a sail !” 

EnJUr a fovHh Gentleman 

Cas. What noise? 

Fourth Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o’ 
the sea 

Stand ranks of people, and they cry “A sail!” 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

[Guns heard. 

Sec. Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy: 
Our friends at least. 

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who’t is that is arrived. 

Sec. Gent. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wived ? eo 
Cas. Most fortunately: he hath achieved a maid 
That paragons description and wild fame; 

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 

49 Of very expert and approved allowancej With a leputation for gr^at 
skill and experience. 

60 not surfeited to death] not quite sick unto death. 

61 Stand in bold cure] Are confident of remedy, are assured that all may 

yet be well. , 

69 brow o* the sea] edge,' margin of the shore. 

68 excels . . . pens] outmatdiea all the happy turns of pens devoted to 
pan^yric. 
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And in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the ingener. 

Re-erUer second Gentleman 

How now ! who has put in ? 

Sec. Gent. ’T is one lago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. He has had most favourable and happ^ speed: 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, . 
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands, 

Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel. 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A se’nnight’s speed. Great Jove, Othello guard, 

64-65 And in the essential . . . ingener\ And in those essential or su¬ 
preme qualities of beauty, which are possible in created beings [sh^] 
wearies out or defeats the powers of the pictorial artist. “Ingener” 
is used in the sense of “designer” or “author.” Cf. Gabriel Har¬ 
vey’s Pierce*s Supererogation (1592), p. 8: **ingener of fhrases.” 

65 tire the irygener\ ThuS> ^e Folios. The Quartos read tar^y hear an 
excellency, 
put t»] se. to port. 

69 gutter'd rocks with channels or gutters cut about them by the 

sea’s action. 

70 ensteep'^ steeped in water, submerged. Thus ^e Folios. The 

First Quarto reads enscerped, t. e., enscarped. 

71-72 omit . . . natures] foigo their deadly characteristics. “M<xtal” 
means destructive, death dealing. 

77 a se'nnighfs speed] a week’s space. 
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And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath. 

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 

Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms, so 

Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits. 

And bring all Cyprus comfort. 

EnieT Qesdemona, Emilia, Iaoo, Rodebigo, and Attendants 

O, behold. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 

Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

TEnwheel thee round! 

Des. ^ I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 

Cas. He is not yet arrived: nor know I aught 
But that he’s well and will be shortly here. w 

Des. O, but I fear — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship — But, hark ! a. sail. 

[A cry wUhin: “A sail, a sail !” China heard. 
Sec. G^nt. They give their greeting to the citadel : 
This likewise is a friend. * 

Cas. See for the iiews. [Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome. [To Emilia] Welcome, 
mistress: 

81 eactMuted] extinguished, quenched. 

82 And bring . . . com/oif] Thus the Quartos. The Folios omit the line. 

83 riches] used in the singular like the French riehesaet i. e., wealth. Cf. 

in, iii, 177, infra. 
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Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 

That I extend my manners; ’t is my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kunng her . 

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips lOO 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 

You’Id have enough. r 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. » 

Iago. In faith, too much; 

I find it still when I have list to sleep: 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 

She puts her tongue a little in her heart 
And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. i 

Iago. Come on, come on; you are pictures out of 
doors, 

Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, iic 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your 
beds. 

Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer! 

Iago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk: 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shalj not write my praise. ^ 

Iago. No, let me not. . 


104 have list] have inclination. 

109 pictures] beautiful painted objects. 

110 Bells] Sounding cymbals. 

111 SaifUs in your injuries] Assume the meek air saints when you i 
bent on injuring others. 

112 housemves] hussies, with an implication of wantoxmess. 
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De^ What wouidst thou write of me, if thou shouldst 
praise me? 

Iago. O gentle lady, do not put me to’t; 

Fo/I am nothing if not critical. 

Des. Come on, assay — There’s one gone to the 
harbour ? • 120 

Iago.* Ay, madam. 

Deb. I am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am by seeming otherwise. 

Come, how wouidst thou praise me? 

Iago. I am about it; but indeed my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frize; 

It plucks out brains and all: but my Muse labours. 

And thus she is deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit. 

The one’s for use, the other useth it. iso 

Des. Well praised! How if she be black and witty ? 
Iago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 

She’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How if fair and foolish ? 

Iago. She never yet was foolish that was fair; 

For even her folly help’d her to an*heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make fools 

119 criticaH cenaorioiu. Similarly “critic” commonly means “censor.” 

196 frisse] rough woollen cl(^ to which birdlime naturally sticks fast. 

130 the other ueetii it] her wit enables her to employ her beauty to the 
best advantage. 

ISO white] a quibble.on “white” and “wight,” a fellow. Cf. line 157, 
infra. 

138 fend] silly. 
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laugh i’ the alehouse. What miserable praise ha^t thou 
for her that’s foul and foolish ? 140 

I AGO. There’s none so foul, and foolish thereunto. 
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance! thou praisest the worst- 
best. But what praise couldst thou bestow on a de¬ 
serving woman indeed, one that in the authority of her 
merit did justly put on the vouch of very malice itself ? 

Iago. She that was ever fair and never proud. 

Had tongue at will and yet was never loud, 

Never lack’d gold and yet went never gay. 

Fled from her wish and yet said “Now I may;” ifio 
She that, being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, • 

Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly; 

She that in wisdom never was so frail 
To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail; 

She that could think and ne’er disclose her mind. 

See suitors following and not look behind; 

She was a wight, if ever such wight were, — 


141 /omZ] ugly. 

145-146 one that . . . malice itself] one that was so conscious of her own 
merit and of the authority it gave her that she could justly call on 
malice itself to vouch* for her virtuous character. 

148 Had tongne at will] Had free command of speech. 

154 change . . . tail] give up delicate fare in exchange for coarse fare. 
The cod’s head was held to be delicate eating, while the salmon’s tail 
was thought not to be worth serving up at table. An ambiguous 
reference has been suggested here to Desdemona’s preference for a 
coarse suitor like Othello to one of greater refinement, such as Rod- 
erigo. liMhat case Iago doubtless had in mind that a cod’s head 
meant a fool as well as an edible delicacy. 

156 See . . . behind] This line is omitted from the First Quarto. 
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Dei^. To do what? 

• Iago. To suckle fools and chronicle sihall beer. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion! Do not 
learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband. How 
say you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and liberal 
counsellor ? • 

CAs.*He speaks home, madam: you may relish him 
more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

Iago. [Aside] He takes her by the palm: ay, well said, 
whisper: with as little a web as this will I ensnare as 
great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do; I will 
gyve thee in thine own courtship. You say true; ’tis 
so, indeed: if such tricks as these strip you out of your 
lieutehantry, it had been better you had not kissed your 
three fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt 
to play the sir in. Very good; well kissed! an excellent 
courtesy ! *i is so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your 
lips? would they were clyster-pipes for your sake! — 
[Trumpet toithin.] The Moor! I know his trumpet. 176 
Cab. ’T is truly so. 

Des. Let’s meet him and receive him. 

Cab. Lo, where he comes! 

159 chrmicle small beer] keep account of small household expenses. 

162 profane and liberal] blasphemous and licentious. 

169 gyve . . . courtship] fetter, entrap thee in thine own acts of courtesy. 

Thus the Folios. The Quartos le^ catch you in your own courtesies. 
171-172 kissed your three fingers] made the gesture of politeness, which 
was in vogue in high society. 

17S play the sir] show your good breeding and gallantry. 

173-174 weU ikssedt . . . courtesy] Probably Cassio has just saluted 
Desdemona by kissing his hand. 
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Enter Othello and Attendants * 

Oth. O my fair warrior! 

Des. My dear Othello! iso 

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here before me. O my soul’s joy! 

If after every tempest come such calms, *• 

May the winds blow till they have waken’d death! 

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven! If it were now to die, 

*T were now to be most happy; for I fear, 

My soul hath her content so absolute • 

That not another comfort like to this 190 

Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase. 

Even as our days do grow! 

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers! 

I cannot speak enough of this content; 

It stops me here; it is too much of joy: 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be [Kisdng her. 
That e’er our hearts shall make! 

Iago. [Aside] O, you are well tuned now! ♦ 


180 my fair warrior] a conventional apostrophe of amorous sonneteers ol 
the day. Of. Spenser's Amontti^ Ivii, 1: **Sweet warrior,** It is de¬ 
rived from Petrarch’s *'dolce guerrera," which is constantly imitated 
by the Freach poets. Cf. De Baif's *'belle ennemi** and Desporlet* 
"douce adversaire." The phrase is also found in Pandora (London, 
IdSI), an adaptation of Bonsard's verse by John Southern or Soothem. 
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But lUl set down the pegs that make this music, 

As honest as 1 am. 

Oth. Come, let us to the castle. 

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are 
drown’d. «oo 

How does my old acquaintance of this isle ? 

Honey,*you shall be well desired in Cyprus; 

I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 

1 prattle out of fashion, and I dote 

In mine own comforts. I prithee, good lago, 

Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers: 

Bring thou the master to the citadel; 

• He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. «io 

[Exeunt aU but logo and Roderigo, 
Iago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be’st valiant — as, they say, base 
men being in love have then a nobility in their natures 
more than is native to them — list me. The lieutenant 
to-night watches on the court of guard. First, I must 

198 ed doi^n the pegs] lower the pegs or pins (on which the wires were 
tightly stretched on well-tuned musical ihstruments). Iago means 
that he will turn this harmony to fjliscord. 

202 well desired] much solicited by hospitable invitations. 

204 out of fashion] without method, aimlessly. 
dote] talk stupidly. 

207 the mader] t^ sailing master of the ship, who held first place under 
the captain in large vessels. 

212-214 boss men . . . nddve to dmrC] Cf. Hamids IV, v, 158: ** Nature 
is fme t» love.** 

215 on ike eousi of guard] on guard, on sentinel duty. The phrase **court 
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tell thee this: Desdemona is directly in lovp with 
him. ^ 

Rod. With him! why, ’t is not possible. «17 

Iago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be in¬ 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first loved 
the Moor, but for bragging and telling her fantastical 
lies: and will she love him still for prating ? let not thy 
discreet heart think it. Her eye must be fed; and what 
delight shall she have to look on the devil ? When the 
blood is made dull with the act of sport, there should 
be, again to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh ap¬ 
petite, loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, manners 
and beauties; all which the Moor is defective in: now, • 
for want of these required conveniences, her delicate ten¬ 
derness wdll find itself abused, begin to heave the gorge, 
disrelish and abhor the Moor; very nature will instruct 
her in it and compel her to some second choice. Now,, 
sir, this granted — as it is a most pregnant and unforced 
position — who stands so eminently in the degree of this 
fortune as Cassio does? a knave very voluble; no 
further conscionable than in putting on the mere form 
of civil and humane seeming, for the better compassing 

of guard** b commoHi. **Court** is conunonlj assumed to be a cor¬ 
ruption of the French **corps.** 

218 Lay thy finger thtts] logo puts hb finger to hb lips, oijoining silence 
on Roderigo. 

221 and vnll the love hvnC\ Thus the Quartos. The Folios have merdy 
To hue km. 

2S2 pregnant and unforced] most obvious and natural. 

836 dvil and humane weming] courteous mid p<dite demeanour. 

2S6-237 Ike better compassing . . . affection} the better indulgence of hb 
licentious and most seoet wanton disposition. 
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of his s|lt and most hidden loose affection ? why, none; 
why, none: a slipper and subtle knave; a finder out of 
occasions; that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit 
advantages, though true advantage never present itself: 
a devilish knave! Besides, the knave is handsome, 
young, and hath all those»requisites in him that folly and 
green mmds look after: a pestilent complete knave; 
and the woman hath found him already. 244 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she’s full of most 
blest condition. 

, Iaoo. Blest fig’s-end! the wine she drinks is made of 
grapes: if she had been blest, she would never have 
4oved the Moor; blest pudding ! Didst thou not see her 
paddle with the palm of his hand ? didst not mark that ? 
Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courtesy. *5i 
Iago. Lechery, by this hand; an index and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met so near with their lips that their breaths embraced 
together. Villanous thoughts, Roderigo! when these 
mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the 
master and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion: 
pish! But, sir, be you ruled by me: I have brought 

2S8 slipper] an old form of “slippery.” ^ 

9S9 stamp and courderfeil admTdages] coin and forge opportunities. 

242 green] young, unripe. 

244 fowid him] acknowledged his fawination. 

246 blest condition] pious temperament. 

252 index] The “index” was usually prefixed to books of the day and 
was applied generally to the prefatory matt^. 

256 mutualities] interchanges of familiarity. 

257 the incorporate condusion] cohabitation. 
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you from Venice. Watch you to-night; for the com¬ 
mand, I’ll lay't upon you: Cassio knows you not: Z’ll 
not be far from you: do you find some occasion to anger 
Ca-ssio, either by speaking too loud, or tainting his dis¬ 
cipline, or from what other course you please, which the 
time shall more favourably minister. S64 

Rod. Well. ‘ 

Iago. Sir, he is rash and very sudden in choler, and 
haply may strike at you: provoke him, that he may; 
for even out of that will I cause these of Cyprus to 
mutiny; whose qualification shall come into no true 
taste again but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall 
you have a shorter journey to your desires by the means 
I shall then have to prefer them, and the impediment 
most profitably removed, without the which there were 
no expectation of our prosperity. *74 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any oppor¬ 
tunity. 

Iago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 
Rod. Adieu. [Exit, 

Iago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it; *80 

t 

26* twr^ng\ casting a slur on, discrediting. 

266 sudden in choler] hasty in anger. 

266-270 whose qualification . . . again] whose assuagenwnt oi anger, 
whose pacification shall never be without some unpleasant taste of 
bitterness. *‘Qualification” is a rare derivative from **qualify,** 
whicdi ordinarily meant appease, assuage, allay.’* Cassio talks 
(II. iii, infra) of a cup of wine being **qualifi^** (i. e„ aUayed, 
diluted with water). 

272 prefer] advance. 
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That shp loves him, ’t is apt and of great credit: 

The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not. 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature; 

And 1 dare think he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too. 

Not out of absolute lust, •though peradventure 
1 stand accountant for as great a sin. 

But partly led to diet my revenge. 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 

Hath leap’d into my seat: the thought whereof m 

Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can or shall content my soul 
Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife; 

Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do. 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 

apt . . . credtt] natural and most credible. 

289-390 I do suspect . . , seat] See note on I, i, 21, and I, iii, 381-382, 
suprat and IV, ii, 148, infra. 

291 like a poisonous minered gnaw] like a poisonous mineral (which kills 
by corrosion). 

297-298 If thk poor . . . prMing on] Thus Steevens, who substituted for 
I crush of the First Quarto, and I trace of the bther early editions, the 
words I trash. The verb **trash’* was a technical term of the kennel, 
and meant **to restrain by fastening a wc^ht to the neck of an over- 
i eager hound. lago means Uiat he will succeed if Rodeiigo, this 
poor insignificant Venetian (“trash of Venice”), whom he is checking 
because of his impetuosity in pursuit of hb lady love; prove equal to 
the task of provoking the quarrel with Cassio. If the Folio I trace 
be retained, lago may meim that he b dogging the steps of Roderigo 
in <»der to quicken hb pace (in the pursuit of Desdemona), but there 
sem difficulties in thb interpretation of “for hb quick hunting.” 
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For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, r 
I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip, « 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb; soo 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward me. 

For making him egregiously'hn ass 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 

Even to madness. ’T is here, but yet confused: 

Knavery’s plain face is never seen till used. [ExU, 


SCENE II —A STREET 

Erder a Herald with a proclamation: People following 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that upon certain tidings now arrived, import¬ 
ing the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man 
put himself into triumph; some to dance, some to make 
bonfires, each man to what sport and revels his addic¬ 
tion leads him: for, besides these beneficial news, it is 
the celebration of his nuptial. So much was his pleasure 
should be proclaimed. All oflSces are open, and there 

SOO in the rank garb} m his gross character, as warrants his coarseness. 
Thus the Quartos. The Folios read in the right garb. ** BAnk ” is fre-" 
quentlv found in the sense of “lascivious,” “wanton.” 

SOS ’r %8 here] lago raises his hand to his head. 

SOO Knavery*s . . . used] A knave can never clearly forecast his plans 
till the time for action arrives. 

S mere perdition] entire destruction. 

B addiction] inclination. Thus the Second Quarto, whidi the Folios 
misprint addition. The First Quarto reads minde. 

8 offices] rooms in the castle where stores of food and drink were k^t. 
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is full lijperty of feasting from this present hour of five 
tilUthe bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of lo 
Cyprus and our noble general Othello! [Exeunt, 


SCENE III —A HALL IN THE CASTLE 

(• 

Enter Othello» Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants 

Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard to>night: 
Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to outsport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do; 

But notwithstanding with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t. 

Oth. ^SLgo is most honest. 

Michael, good night: to-morrow with your earliest 
Let me have speech with you. Come, my dear love. 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue; 

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and you. lo 

Good night. [Exeunt OiheUo, Desdemona, and Atteudards. 

Enter Iago 

Cas. Welcome, lago; we must to the watch. 

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’f is not yet ten o’ 
the clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love 
of his Desdemona; who let us not therefore blame: he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her, and she 
^ is sport for Jove. 

8 to outsport discretion] to neglect precautions by excessive indulgence in 
^rt and revelry. 

14 cast us] dismissed us. 
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Cab. She’s a most exquisite lady. 

Iaoo. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. • 

Cab. Indeed she’s a most fresh and delicate creature. «o 

Iago. What an eye she has! methinks it sounds a 
parley to provocation. 

Cab. An inviting eye; and yet methinks right modest. 

Iago. And when she speaks, is it not an 'alarum to 
love? 

Cab. She is indeed perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, lieu¬ 
tenant, I have a stoup of wine; and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants that would fain have a measure 
to the health of black Othello. • 

Cab. Not to-night, good Iago: I have very poor and so 
unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wish courtesy 
would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

Iago. O, they are our friends; but one cup: I’ll 
drink for you. 

Cab. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified too, and behold what innovation it 
makes here: I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare 
not task my weakness with any more. 

Iago. What, n^an! ’t is a night of revels: fhe gallants 
desire it. 40 

Cab. Where are they? 

Iago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in. 

Cab. I’ll do’t; but it dislikes me. \ExU, 

27 a large tankard. 

S6 craftily qualified^ slily allayed, diluted with water. See note on 11, i, 
269-270, vwpra. 
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Iaoo. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 

W^th that which he hath drunk to-night already. 

He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young mistress’ dog. Now my sick fool Roderigo, 

Whom love hath turn’d almost the wrong side out. 

To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 

Potations*pottle-deep; and he’s to watch: so 

Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits. 

That hold their honours in a wary distance. 

The very elements of this warlike isle, 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups. 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock of drunk- 
« ards, 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle. But here they come: 

If consequence do but approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Re-^nter Cabsio; with him Mostaho and Gen^emen; Servants 

follomng with wine 

Cas. ’Fore God, they have given me a rouse already, eo 
MqN. Good faith, a little one; not past a pint, as I 
am a soldfisr. , 

, Iago. Some wine, ho! 

' 50 palUe-d^p] a ** pottle ** wai a measure of two quarts. 

5S That hold their honours . . . distance] That treat their honour with 
the highest respect, are most sensitive on points of honour. 

* 53 The very dements . ... isle] The very quintessence of the warlike 
people here. 

^ If eonseqttenee . . . approve] If the result attest, prove true. 

60 a rouse] a deep draught. 
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[iSin^tf] And let me the canakin clink, clink; 

And let me the canakin clink: 

A soldier’s a man; 

A life’s but a span; 

Why then let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys! 

Cas. ’Fore God, an excellent song. 70 

I AGO, I learned it in England, where indeeS they are 
most potent ki potting: your Dane, your German, and 
your swag-bellied Hollander, — Drink, ho! — are noth¬ 
ing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking? 

I AGO. Why, he drinks you with facility your Dane 
dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; 
he gives your Hollander a vomit ere the next pottle can 
be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general! 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant, and 1*11 do you justice, so 
Iago. O sweet England! 

64-68 And Id me ... a soldier drink} A verse out of a popular drink¬ 
ing song of the day, although it has not been met with elsewhere 
in this precise form. Cf. Ravenscroft’s Pammelia (1609), where 
a drinking song has the refrain; *‘Tap the cannjj^in, troll the 
cannikin. Toss the cannikin, turn the cannikin.” “Canakin” or 
“cannikin” is, of course, a diminutive of “can.” • 

72-74 yovr Dane . . . your English] For other references by Shakespeare 
to the drinking habits of these peoples, cf. Merck, of Fen., I, ii, 76, seq, ' 
and Hamid, I, iv, 17, seq. 

75 expert] Thus the First Quarto. The other early editions read ex- 
quisUe. * 

77 Almain]^ common term for a German. 

SO I *ll do you justice] I ’ll drink as much as you. Cf. Hen. IV, V, iii, 71} 
“you have done me right.” 
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King Stephen was a worthy peer, 

^ * His breeches cost him but a crown; 

He held them sixpence all too dear, 

With that he call’d the tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art bilt of low degree: 

• T is pride that puUs the country down; 

Then take thine auld doak about thee. 

Some wine, ho! oo 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the 
other. 

Iaqo. Will you hear’t again? 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place 
that does those things. Well; God’s above all; and 
there be souls must be saved, and there be souls must 
not be saved. 

Iago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part — no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality — I hope to be saved. 

Iago. And so do I too, lieutenant. loo 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the lieu¬ 
tenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let’s have no 
more of this; let’s to our affairs. God forgive us our 


8a-89 Kmg Stephen . . . doak abotd thee] A quotation from an old 
ballad called Take thy old doak about thee which is given in 
full in Percy’s Reliques (ed. 1876, Vol. I, pp. 195-198). Allusion is 
made to the lines concerning King Stephen in The Tempest, IV, i, 

m-m. 

a5-96 and there be eaule muH not he saved] The Quartos omit this sen¬ 
tence. 
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sins! Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. ^Do not 
think, gentlemen, I am drunk: this is my andent: this 
is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk 
now; I can stand well enough, and speak well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Cas. Why, very well then;*you must not think then 
that I am drunk. ‘ [Exit, no 

Mon. To the platform, masters; come, let’s set the 
watch. 

Iago. You see this fellow that is gone before; 

He is a soldier fit to stand by Csesar 
And give direction: and do but see his vice; 

’T is to his virtue a just equinox. 

The one as long as the other: ’t is pity of him. 

I fear the trust Othello puts him in 
On some odd time of his infirmity 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus ? ito 

Iago. ’T is evermore the prologue to his sleep: 

He’ll watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well 

The general were, put in mind of it. 

Perhaps he sees it not, or his ^ood nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio 
And looks not on his evils; is not this true ? 


lll-llS tooto^] mount guard. 

122 He*U watch . . . a double aet] He’ll keep awake while the dock gOM 
round twice, through the whole twenty-four honrt. 
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Enter Bodbrioo 

4ago. [Aside to him] How now, Roderigo! 

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. [ExU Roderigo, 
Mon. And’t is great pity that the noble Moor iso 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft i^rmity: 

It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

Iago. Not I, for this fair island: 

I do love Cassio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil: — But, hark! what noise ? 

A cry wiihin: “Help! help?!” 

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo 

Cas. ’Zounds! you rogue! you rascal! 

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

Cas. a knave teach me my duty! But I ’ll beat the 
knave into a wicker bottle. 140 

Rod. Beat me! 

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue ? [Striking Roderigo, 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant; I pray you, sir, hold 
your hand! , 

Cas. Let me go, sir, or I’ll knock you o’er the 
mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you’re drunk. 

Cas. Drunk! [They fight. 


ISS ingrafC] mvetefate, rooted. 

140 tMoler betds] Tfatu the Quarto. The Folios road Twiggen BeSUe, 
A flask ooverod with straw networic is intended by either word. 
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Iago. [Afdde to Uodefigd\ Away, I say; go qut, and 
cry a mutiny. [Exit Roderigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant! God’s will, gentlemen! iso 

Help, ho! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir; — 
Help, masters! — Here’s a goodly watch indeed! 

« [A bell rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell? — Diablo, ho*! 

The town will rise: God’s will, lieutenant, hold; 

You will be shamed for ever. 

Re-enter Oth£ 1 «lo and Attendants 

Oth. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. ’Zounds, I bleed still; I am hurt to the death. 

[Faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your lives! 

Iago. Hold, ho! Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — 
gentlemen, — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 159 

Hold! the general speaks to you; hold, hold, for 
shame! 

Oth. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? , 

153 Diablo] A contraction of the Italian *‘Diabo]o,** e., the devil. 

156 I am huH to the death [Faints] Thus the Second and Third Quartos. 
The First Quarto omits the stage direction. The First Folio adds 
He dies to the text of the line. Such words could not be a stage 
direction; for Montano does not die. If He dies be retained, it 
must be as a threat on Montano’s part to pursue the till 
Cassio $e. But it is simpler to omit the words. 

1 ^ Ottomites] The l\irks had been drowned and thereby prevented 
from fighting on land. 
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For Cl^stian shame, put by this barbarous brawl: 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage 
Holds his soul light; he dies upon his motion. 

Silence that dreadful bell: it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, masters ? 
Honest lago, that look’s! dead with grieving, 

Speak, Who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee, no 
Iago. I do not know: friends all but now, even 
now, 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed; and then, but now, 

As if some planet had unwitted men, 

*Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast. 

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds; 

And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it! 

Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ? 180 
Cas. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot speak, 

Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 

164 ptd by] abate, end, 

165 carve for] gratify, from the notion of hausing pleasure by serving 
food, llius all the early editions save the First Quarto, which 
feebly substitutes carve forth. 

166 upon his mdion] on his stirring, if he move. 

168 her propriety] her natural quiet. 

172 In quarter] fo their quarters in the guard room. 

177 peevish odds] foolish quarrel. 

IBS OfUness] placidity. 


[65] 



OTHELLO 


* ACT II 


In mouths of wisest censure: what’s the matter. 

That you unlace your reputation thus. 

And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger: 

Your officer, lago, can inforrfi you — 190 

While I spare speech, which something no^ir offends 
me — 

Of all that I do know: nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night; 

Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice. 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. * 

Oth. Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule. 

And passion, having my best judgement collied, 

Assays to lead the way: if I once stir. 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you *00 

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on, 

And he that is approved in this offence. 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a Jbirth, 

185 censure] judgment. 

186 unlace] undo, remove by unlacing, as of a garment. 

187 spend . . . opinion.] squander your good repute. 

191 something now offends me] somewhat hurts me now. 

194 sdf-tliarUy] care of one’s self. 

197 My Uood] My passionate feelmg. 

198 coffW] lllackened, darkened. Cf. Mids. N, Dr,, I, i, 145: **tiie 
colHed night.” 

203 approved in] proved guilty of. 
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Shall Ipse me. What! in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear. 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety! 

’Tis monstrous. lago, who began’t? 

Mon. If partially affined, or leagued in office, «io 
Thou dbst deliver more or less than truth. 

Thou art no soldier. 

Iaqo. Touch me not so near: 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general. 

Montano and myself being in speech. 

There comes a fellow crying out for help. 

And Cassio following him with determined sword. 

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio and entreats his pause: 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 

Lest by his clamour — as it so fell out — 

205 lose me\ forfeit my favour. 

207 manoj^ handle, deal with. 

208 court cmd guard of safely] a somewhat awkward variation of the 
oonunon phrase court of guard,*' which seems a corruption of 
**corps de garde." See note on II, i,*215, supra. **Of safety" has 
the force of an epithet implying that the guard exists in the interest 
c{ safety. 

210-211 If partUdly . . . tru^] If being connected by close ties or offi*- 
ctal relaticHis, whidi make for partiality, thou art Uiereby led to pve a 
partial account 

219 with determined stpord] with drawn sword with which he was resolved 
to strike him. 
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The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot^ 

Outran my purpose; and 1 return’d the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night 
I ne’er might say before. When I came back — 

For this was brief — I found them close together. 

At blow and thrust; even as again they were • 

When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report: 

But men are men; the best sometimes forget: 

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him. 

As men in rage strike those that wish them best. 

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange indignity. 

Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. I know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 

Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee; *40 
But never more be officer of mine. 

m 

Re-enter Desdemona, attended 

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up! 

I’ll make thee an example. 

Des. What’s the matter? 

Oth. All’s well now, sweeting; come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon: 

[To Montano, who is led off. 

Lead him ofl, 

lago, look^^th care about the town, 

tS4 fall in fall into ahum, into panic. 
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And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. 

Come, Desdemona: ’t is the soldiers’ life 

To have their balmy slumbers waked with strife. m 

[Exeuni all but logo and Como, 
Iago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cas. Ay. past all surgery. 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I have 
lost my reputation! I have lost the immortal part of 
myself, and what remains is bestial. My reputation, 
Iago, my reputation! m 

Iago. As 1 am an honest man, I thought you had 
•received some bodily wound; there is more sense in that 
than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and most 
false imposition; oft got without merit and lost without 
deserving: you have lost no reputation at all, unless 
you repute yourself such a loser. What, man I there are 
ways to recover the general again: you are but now 
cast in his mood, a punishment more in policy than in 
malice; even so as one would beat his oifenceless dog 
to affright an imperious lion: sue to him again, and he’s 
yours. 

Cas. I‘will rather sue to be despised than to deceive 


i59 aerm] sense of feeling, sensibility. Thus the Folios; the Quartos 
read ofence. The meaning is of course that a wound in the body 
causes more pain than a wound to the reputation. 

2S1 imposition] imposture or delusion. 

£05 easi in his mood] dismissed when he was in an angiy mood. 

£60-£67 as one would beat . . . lion] Cf. Cotgrave, FrenchrEngl. Did., 
1011: **Batre le chien devant le lyon. To punish a meane man in 
the presence, and to the terror of, a great one** 
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SO good a commander with so slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and speak parrot ? and 
squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse fustian 
with one’s own shadow ? O thou invisible spirit of wine, 
if thou hast no name to be known by, let us call thee 
devil! ‘ 

Iago. What was he that you followed ^th your 
sword ? What had he done to you ? *7# 

Cab. I know not. 

Iago. Is’t possible? 

Cab. I remember a mass of things, but nothing dis¬ 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. O God, that 
men should put an enemy in their mouths to steal away 
their brains! that we should, with joy, pleasance, revel 
and applause, transform ourselves into beasts! sss 

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough: how came 
you thus recovered? 

Cab. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give 
place to the devil wrath: one unperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despise myself. 

Iago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: as the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country stands, 

I could heartily wish this had not befallen; but since it 
is as it is, mend it for your own good. sds 

Cab. I will ask him for my place again; he shall tell 
me I am a drunkard! Had I as many mouths as 
Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To be 

270-272 DnmkF . . . shadow] The First Quarto omits this passage. 

270 speak pamdF] speak as senselessly as a parrot 
287 unperfedness] imperfection, defect. 
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now a» sensible man, by and by a fool, and presently a 
beast! O strange! Every inordinate cup is unblest, 
and the ingredient is a devil. 

Iago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used: exclaim no more against it. 
And, good lieutenant, I* think you think I love you. #oi 
Ca8.*I have well approved it, sir. I drunk! 

Iago. You or any man living may be drunk at some 
time, man. I ’ll tell you what you shall do. Our gen¬ 
eral’s wife is now the general. I may say so in this re¬ 
spect, for that he hath devoted and given up himself 
to the contemplation, mark and denotement of her parts 
* and graces: confess yourself freely to her; importune 
her help to put you in your place again: she is of so free, 
so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, she holds it a 
vice in her goodness not to do more than she is requested; 
this broken joint between you and her husband entreat 
her to splinter; and, my fortunes against any lay worth 
naming, this crack of your love shall grow stronger than 
it was before. ^is 

Cas. You advise me well. 

Iago. ^ I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. • 

Cas. I think it freely; and betimes in the morning I 

S07, denoiement] close observation; Theobiald*s correction of the original 
reading deiwiemenif an obvious misprint. **Denotements’* reap¬ 
pears in the First Quarto reading of III, iii, 127; see note there. 

SIS gpHiUer] unite with splints; the common usage, 
any lay] any bet or wager. 

814 ynm stranger] dHpdcal for '^cause it to grow stronger.” 

S19 I tAmJk ft IreM I willingly brieve it so. 
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will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to underlie for 
me: 1 am desperate of my fortunes if they check me 
here. 

Iago. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant; 

I must to the watch. 

Cas. Good night, honest Iago. [ExU, 

Iaoo. And what’s he then that says 1 |)lay the 
villain ? S25 

When this advice is free I give and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and indeed the course 

To win the Moor again ? For’t is most easy 

The inclining Desdemona to subdue 

In any honest suit. She’s framed as fruitful 830 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the Moor, were’t to renounce his baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin. 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am I then a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course. 

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell! 

When devils will the blackest sins put on, S40 

S20 undertake for me] take up my cause. 

826 free] gratis. 

827 Prdtal to thmJdng] Plausible to the mind, reasonable to be thought of. 
“Probal” is a rare contraction of “Probable.” 

880 ffttUfttl] bountiful, benigii. Cf. Ill, iii, 7, infra: **Bounieoua madam.” 

887 hie weak his weak powers or character, his weak nature. . 

888 this paraUel course] this course cmrresponding with the drcumstaiuses. 
840 put on] indite, instigate. 
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They dp suggest at first with heavenly shows. 

As I do now: for whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes. 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I ’ll pour this pestilence into his ear. 

That she repeals him for her body’s lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodness make the net sso 

That shall enmesh them all. 

, Enter Roderigo 

How now, Roderigo! 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is 
almost spent; 1 have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled; and I think the issue will be, I shall have so 
much experience for my pains; and so, with no money 
at all and a little more wit, return again to Venice. 

Iago. How poor are they that have not patience! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 

Thou know’st we work by wit and not by witchcraft, seo 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does’t not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that small hurt hast cashier’d Cassio: 

S41 euggeet] tempt, prompt. 

S46 repeeia him] reodls or repeats his name, talks about him again. 

85S the ery\ a common term for a pack of hounds. Roderigo here means 
he is a mere makeweight, a tool. 
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Though other things grow fair against the sun»^ 

Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe; * * 

Content thyself awhile* By the mass, *t is morning; 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. 

Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 

Away, I say; thou shalt know^ more hereafter: 

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two things are to'be done: 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress; S7i 

1*11 set her on; 

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife: ay, that ’s the way; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [ExUp 

864-365 Though other things ... be ripe] Though other parts of our 
scheme are maturing promisingly, yet of necessity the part which 
happens to get the earliest opportunity of blossoming will come to frui¬ 
tion first, will prove the first success. 

366 By the mass] Ihus the Quartos. The Folios read Inirotht i. e., by 
my troth. 

374 jump] just, at the veiy instant. 
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BEFORE THE CASTLE 
ErUer Casbio and some Musicians 


ASTERS, PLAY HERE; I 
will content your pains; 
Something that’s brief; and bid 
“Good morrow, general.” 

[Music. 

Enter Clown 


Clo. Why, masters, have your 
instruments been in Naples, that 
they speak the nose thus ? 
First Mus. How, sir, how ? 
Clo. Are these, I pray you, 
wind-instruments ? 

First Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 



1 jiUxy her^ It was a common custom to wake with music a bride and 
^degioom on the morning after wedding ceremonies. 

[ 75 ] 




OTHELLO 


r ACT in 


First Mub. Whereby hangs a tale, sir? , 

Clo. Many, sir, by many a wind-instrument that J lo 
know. But, masters, here's money for you: and the 
general so likes your music, that he desires you, for love's 
sake, to make no more noise with it. 

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not bfc heard, 
to't again: but, as they say, to hear music the general 
does not greatly care. 

First Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll 
away: go; vanish into air; away ! [Exmni Musicians, «o 
Cab. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend; I hear you. 
Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There’s a poor 
piece of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman that attends 
the general’s wife be stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio 
entreats her a little favour of speech: wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir: if she will stir hither, I shall 
seem to notify unto her. 

Cas. Do, good my friend. [ExU Clown. 

4 Naples . . . nose] Neapolitans have a drawling nasal twang, but 
there is possibly a rtference to the disastrous effects on the nose 
wrought by the venereal disease, which was supposed to have origi¬ 
nated in Naples. 

12-13 for lovers sake] Thus all the early editions, save the First Quarto 
which reads of all loves^ a phrase of the same significance often met 
with in Eliaal^than writers. Cf. M. Wives, II, ii, 103. 

19-20 I*ll auKi^] 111 leave you, have nothing more to do with you. The 
down do^ not quit the scene at once. 

23 quillets] niceties, verbal distinctions. 

29 Do, ffood my friend]. These words are omitted in the Folios. 
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In happy time, lago. 

Iaoo. You have not been a-b^, then ? 

Cas. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago, 

To send in to your wife: my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

Iaoo. I ’ll send her to you presently; 

And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
}lay be more free. 

Cas. I humbly thank you for’t. [Exit logo.] I never 
knew 

A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am sorry 
For your displeasure; but all will sure be well. 

The general and his wife are talking of it. 

And she speaks for you stoutly: the Moor replies. 
That he ypu hurt is of great fame in Cyprus 
And gre^t affinity, and that in wholelome wisdom 
* He might not but refuse you; but he protests he loves 
you, 

t9 In happy fme] *‘A la bonne heure” well met. 

S9-40 I never knew . . . honeet] Cassio, who is himself a Florentine, 
means that he never met a kinder man, even among his own cpim- 
trymen. 

4S yow diepleasure] the displeasure that you have incurred. 

9ure\ Thus the Folios. The Quartos read mane. 
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And needs no other suitor but his likings 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, I beseech you. 

If you think fit, or that it may be done. 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in: 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cas. I am much bound to you. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE II —A ROOM IN THE CASTLE 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen 

Oth. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot; 

And by him do my duties to the senate: 

That done, I will be walking on the works ^ 

Repair there to me. 

Iago. Well, my good lord. I’ll 8o *t. 

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen, shall we see ’t ? 
Gent. We’ll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 


49 To take . . . front] This line is omitted from the Fdios* 

52 adtxinia§e] opportunity. 

55 I am much hound to you] The First Quarto omits this senteooe. 
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SCENE m—THE GARDEN OF THE CASTLE 
Enter Dcsdehoka, Cabsio, and Emilia 

• 

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves my 
husband 

As if the case were his. 

• Des. O, that’s an honest fellow. Do not doubt, 
Cassio, 

But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cab. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. I know’t: I thank you. You do love my lord: 
You have known him long; and be you well assured 
He shall in strangeness stand no farther off 
Than in rf politic distance. , 

^ Cas. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 


nt in ttrangeness] in aloofness of manner. Tims the Folios. The Quartos 
read in strangest. 

14-18 That pdliey . . . semes] That policy or plan of his to keep me out 
of offioe may pmist so long, it may either he just kept alive by slight 
and scanty conAderations, or it may find increased justification in 
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Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

That, I being absent and my place supplied. 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here 
I give thee warrant of thy plfece: assure thee. 

If I do vow a friendship, I *11 perform it * 

To the last article: my lord shall never rest; 

I’ll watch him tame and talk him out of patience; 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift; 

I’ll intermingle every thing he does 

With Cassio’s suit: therefore be merry, Cassio; 

For thy solicitor shall rather die * 

Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello and Iaoo, at a distance 

Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Des. Nay, stay and hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now: I am very ill at ease. 

Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. ^xil Cassio, 

Iago. Ha! I like not that. 

Oth. What dost thou say ? 


accidental turns of events, to such an extent that in my absence and 
with my place filled by another, the general will forget all about me, 
my loyalty and my past service. 

19 doubt] fear- 

£3 Vllwabdihimtame] Falconers kept hawks awake in order to tame them 
and make them obedient. 
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Iago^. Nothing, my lord; or if — I know not what. 
«Oth. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife? 
Iago. Cassio, my lord! No, sure, I cannot think it. 
That be would steal away so guilty<like, 40 

Seeing you coming. 

Oth. I do*believe’t was he. 

Des. How now, my lord! 

I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Oth. Who is *t you mean ? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord. 

If I have any grace or power to move you, 

•His present reconciliation take; 

For if he be not one that truly loves you, 

That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 50 

I have no judgement in an honest face: 

I prithee, call him back. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled, 

That he hath left part of his grief with me, 

To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other time. 
Des. tfut shall ’t be shortly ? , 

Oth. The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des. Shall ’t be to-night at supper ? 

Oth. No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 


48 Hit ^present reeoncUiation] The submission he now makes with a view 
to reocHiciliaticHi. 

50 in cuMning\ on purpose, knowingly. 
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Oth. I shall not dine home; 

1 meet the captains at the citadel. < oo 

Des. Why then to-morrow night; or Tuesday mom; 
On Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesday mom: 

I prithee, name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days: in faith, he’s penitent; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason — 

Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best — is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he come? 

Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul. 

What you would ask me, that I should deny, 70 

Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael Cassio, ‘ 
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly 
Hath ta’en your part; to have so much to do 
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do much ~ 

Oth. Prithee, no more: let him come when he 
will; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon; 

’T is as I should entreat you wear your glov^. 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm. 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit s© 

To your own person: nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 


67 their beet] fiowe’s emendation of the original reading her beet 
ie not , ^ fault] hardly amounts to such a fault aa. 

71 mamTnerinff] muttering hesitatin^y. 

82 touch] test, apfdy the touchstone to. 
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It shall be full of pc^ and difficult weight, 

Ajud fearful to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing: 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 

To leave me but a iitUe to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you ? no: farewell, my lord. 

Oth. f^arewell, my Desdemona: I’ll come to thee 
straight. 

Des. Emilia, come. Be as your fancies teach you; 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. 

[Exeunt Deademona and Emilia, 
Oth. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul, 
•But I do love thee! and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come again. 

Iaoo. My noble lord, — 

Oth. What dost thou say, lago ? 

Iago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d my lady, 
Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last: why dost thou ask ? 
Iago. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 

No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago? 

8S full of poise and difJicuU weight] of great montent and of heavy burden. 
Thus the Folios. **Poise** and **weij^t** mean so much the same 
thing that the First Quarto reading diffictdty for difficuU weight is 
worthy of consideration. 

91 Excellent tcretcA] Excellent little woman; **wretch** is frequently 
a term of endearment, like **fool.** 

9S-4>3 I do love . . . Chaos is come again] Cf. Venus and Admis, 1019- 
1020: **For he being dead, with him b beauty sbin, And, beauty 
dead, Uodb chaos comes again.** 

07 He did, from first to last] €f. I, ii, 52, supra, and note. 
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Iago. I did not think he had been acquaint^ with 
her. ,100 

Oth. O, yes, and went between us very oft. 

Iago. Indeed! 

Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed: discern’st thou aught in 
that? 

Is he not honest? 

Iago. Honest, my lord! 

Oth. Honest! ay, honest. 

Iago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think ? 

Iago. Think, my lord! 

Oth. Think, my lord! By heaven, he echoes me, ho 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean something: 

I heard thee say even now, thou iikedst not that, 

When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like? 

And when I told thee he was of my counsel 

In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst “Indeed!” 

And didst contract and purse thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love me. 

Show me thy thought. i«o 

Iago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think thou dost; 

And for I know thou ’rt full of love and honesty 
And weigh’st thy w^ords before thou givest them breath. 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more: 

For such things in a false disloyal knave 

110-111 By AMiAm, he echoes . . . h4s ihoughi] Thus the First Quarto. 
The Folios read less graphically, Alas, thou &xko*st . . . thy thought. 
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Are tricks of custom; but in a man that's just 
They’re close delations, working from the heart. 

That passion cannot rule. 

Iago. For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn 1 think that he is honest. 

Oth. I think so too.# 

Iago.* Men should be what they seem; 

Or those that be not, w'ould they might seem none! I3i 

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

Iago. Why then 1 think Cassio’s an honest man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this: 

I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 

► As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

Iago. Good my lord, pardon me: 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say they are vile and false; 

127 dose delaii(m3s\ Thus Johnson. The First Quarto reads dose de- 
nctements^ and the First Folio and later Quartos dose dilations. 
“Delations,” which has been interpreted as “accusations,” like the 
Latin ^‘delatio,” is not apparently found elsewhere in Elizabethan 
literature in that sense. It is only found as«an alternative spelling of 
“dilations,” t. e., delays, protractions. Probably “close delations” 
or “dilations” means mysterious or suspicious pauses. 

128 That passion cannot rule] That cannot govern its emotion. 

181 Or those ... seem none] Or those men that be not what they seem, wouldi 
they might not seem men at all, would th^ might have no semblance 
of men about them. 

189-140 are free to. Utter my thotightaf] Thus the First Quarto, save 
that a comma follows to instead of the full stop. The Folios omit to. 
“Free” has the sense of “not bound,” “free from any compulsion.” 
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As where’s that palace whereinto foul things ^ i4i 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful? 

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 

If thou but think’st him wrong’d and makest Ms ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

* Iago. I do beseech you — 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess. 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 150 

To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not — that your wisdom yet. 
From one that so imperfectly conceits. 

Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 

It were not for your quiet nor your good, 


143-145 But some . . . lawful f] But that some unclean thoughts will not 
hold court and sit in session along with just and good thoughts. 
**Leets and law-days*’ both mean sittings of local courts of law, which 
took place every half-year, to revise and enforce police regulations. 
Kit Sly threatens to present the alewife at Winoot the leet/* 
(7*. 0 / Shrewt Induction, 11, 90.) 

149-153 Thoityh I perchance . . . conceits] Inasmuch as I for my part am 
apt to put a bad construction upon everything (indeed 1 confess 1 
have the natural infirmity whicdi leads me to piy into scandals, and 
often my suspicious temper imagines faults that are non-existent), I 
therefore beg that a man of your good srase will tidre no notke of 
suggestions coming frmn one that forms such defective conjectures. 
**Conceits,** appears in line 153 in all theearly edttkms save the First 
Quarto, which reads eoniects, 

155 scattering] random. 
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Nor fq^ my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To lei you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What dost thou mean ? 

Iago. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls: leo 

Who steals my purse steals trash; *tis sometliing, 

* nothing; 

’T was mine, ’t is his, and has been slave to thousands; 
But he that filches from me my good name 
Robs me of that which not enriches him 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth. By heaven, I’ll know thy thoughts. 

• Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst’t is in my custody. 

Oth. Ha! 

Iago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 

It is the green-eyed monster, which doth mock i70 

The meat it feeds on: that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o’er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves! 

160 immeditde] most intimate, peculiar. 

170 the green-eyed moneter . . . mock] Though fellow is the colour mainly 
associated with jealou^, green is also often a conventional epithet; 
cf. *‘grecn-€yed jealousy** in Merck, of Ven.^ Ill, it, 110. Here 
**jealousy** is personified as a sort of tigdr or cat, which plays with or 
tortures the things which give it sustenance. The jealous man sacii> 
fioes his peace hy toying with all the circumstances which feed his 
suspicion. Theobald somewhat imprudently substitutes make for 
mo^, the read^g of all tiie eariy editions. 

172 hie wronger] hts faithless enife. 

174 etrongly] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read eowidly. 
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Oth. O misery! 

Iago. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough; r 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor: 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy! 

Oth. Why, why is this ? ‘ iso 

Think’st thou I’Id make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions? No; to be once in doubt 

Is once to be resolved: exchange me for a goat. 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 

Matching thy inference. ’T is not to make me jealous 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 

Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances well; 

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous: 190 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt; 

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, Iago; 

I’ll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And on the proof, there is no more but this, ^ 

Away at once with .love or jealousy! 

177 richea] used as a singular. Cf. II, i, 89, ^pra. 

fndeaal endless; a word not known elsewhere. Cf. Hamid, V, i, 
109 : ‘*Is this ike fine [t. e., the end] of hb fines? ** 
as poor as winter] winter produces no fruits. 

184 resolv^ freed from uncertainty. 

186 exsufflicate] swollen like a bubble, inflated. The word b found no¬ 
where else, though exsufflate, i. e„ to Uow out, b met ndth. 

190 these are more tnrfiMms] these graces make addition to virtue. 
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lAoq. 1 am glad of it; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that 1 bear you 
With franker spirit: therefore, as I am bound. 

Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. soa 

Look to your wife: observe her well with Cassdo; 

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure: 

I would'not have your free and noble nature 
Out of self-bounty be abused; look to’t: 

I know our country disposition well; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands; their best con¬ 
science 

‘Is not to leave 't undone, but keep't unknown. 

Oth. Dost thou say so? 

Iago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; «io 
And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks. 

She loved them most. 

Oth. And so she did. 

Iago. Why, go to then; 

She that so young could give out such a seeming, 

To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak — 

He thoi^ht ’t was witchcraft — but I am much to 
blame; , 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for ever. 

202 secure] careless, over-confident 
204 self-bounty] inherent generosi^. 

214 se^ dose. Cf. 1, iii, 209, sujjra, and note. 

dose as oak] close as the grain of oak. Thus all the early editions. 
Havok*s has been suggested for oak. 
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Iago. I see this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. i 

Iago. I’ faith, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 

Comes from my love; but I do see you ’re moved: 

I am to pray you not to strain* my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 

Oth. I will not. 

Iago. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio’s my worthy 
friend — ‘ 

My lord, I see you’re moved. 

Oth. No, not much moved: 

I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 

Iago. Long live she so! and long live you to think so! sso 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itself — 

Iago. Ay, there’s the point: as — to be bold with 
you — 

Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion and degree. 

Whereto we see in. all things nature tends ir- 
Foh! one may smell in such a will most rank. 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. 

But pardon me: I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear 

223 To grosser »««««] To plainer conclusions. 

226 sttch vile sticcsss] such a vile issue, end or conclusion. 

236 a will mosksrank] a self-will overgrown, exuberant, ungovonable.. 

238 in pomtion] in the way of ddiberate asserti(Hi. 
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Her will, recoiling to her better judgement, m 

May fall to rnatc^ you with her countiy forms, 

And happily repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell: 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more; 

Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, logo. 

Iago. *[Goin^] My lord, I take my leave. 

Oth. Why did I marry? This honest creature 
doubtless 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 
Iaoo. {BMufwing] My lord, I would 1 might entreat 
your honour 

• To scan this thing no further; leave it to time: 

Though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 250 

For sure he fills it up with great ability, 

Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 

You shall by that perceive him and his means: 

Note if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity; 

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears — 

As worthy cause I have to fear I am — 

And hold free, I do beseech yojir honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 260 


840-242 Her wUl . . . fepen£\ Her will, reverting to or coming under 
}lie sway of her better or more fully considered judgment, may 
oome to compare you with the form or outward aspect of her fellow- 
countrymen, and perhaps repent of her alliance with you. 

2SS hie means] the way he is working (through Desdemona). 

254 strain hU entertainment] prew for his readmission to service. 

200 gcvemment] self-cmitrcd. 

[91] 



OTHELLO 


, ACT Ill 


Iaoo. I once more take my leave. , [ExU, 

Oth. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty. 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard. 

Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 

I’Id whistle her off and let her down the windJ!!^ 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black * 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 

That chamberers have, or for I am declined 

Into the vale of years, — yet that’s not much — «70 

She’s gone; I am abused, and my relief 

Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage. 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad. 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon. 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love 

For others’ uses. Yet, ’t is the plague of great ones; 

Prerogatived are they less than the base; 

263- 264 And knows all qtuUilies ... Of human dealings] And knows ail 
dispositions ... of human nature. 

264- 265 If I do prove . . . heart-slrings] Othello is using technical terms 

of falconry. “Haggard,” a wild or untrained hawk, is sometimes 
used for “courtesan.” “Jesses” are the leathern thongi which bind 
the hawk*s foot to the falconer's wrist. ^ 

266 I *ld whistle . . . mnd] Falconers were wont to whistle to untame- * 
able and therefore worthless hawks and so induce them to leave the 
leash, and fly away with the wind, thus abandoning them for good. 
Hawks only returned to the falconer's hand when they were tet fly 
against the wind. 

268 parfs] gifts, endowments. 

269 chamberers] haunters of drawing-rooms. 

278 Prerogatived . . . hcwff] They have smaller prerogatives or privi¬ 
leges than men in low positions. 
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’T is destiny unshunnable, like death: 

jE^ven then this forked plague is fated to us sso 

\^en we do quicken. Desdemona comes: 

Be-mter Desdeuona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! 

I’ll nof^l^lieve’t. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ! 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Des. Why do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not well ? 

Oth. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Des. Faith, that’s with watching; ’t will away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within diis hour S9o 

It will be well. 

Oth. Your napkin is too little; 

[He jnds the handkerchief from him; and she drops it. 
Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you, 

Des. I am very sony that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 
Emil. I am glad I have found this napkin: 

This was first remembrance from the Moor: 

My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to steal it; but she so Ipves the token, 

2f|0 (kit forked plague] thb plague of conjugal infidelity, which causes 
forked horns to sprout on the deceived husband's he^. 

281 When we do quicken] When we are bom. 

284 generous idanders] noblemen or gentry of the island. 

291 napkin] handkerchief. 

295 remembrance] souvenir. 
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For he conjured her she should ever keep it, 

That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. I’ll have the work ta’en out, soo 
And give’t lago: what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I; 

I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

Re-enter Iago 

Iago. How now! what do you here alone ? 

Emil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 
Iago. A thing for me ? it is a common thing — 

Emil. Ha! 

Iago. To have a foolish wife. * 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief ? 

Iago. What handkerchief ? sio 

Emil. What handkerchief! 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona; 

That which so often you did bid me steal. 

Iago. Hast stol’n it from her ? 

Emil. No, faith; she let it drop by negligence. 

And, to the advantage, I being here took ’t^up. 

Look, here it is. • • 

Iago. A good wench; give it me. 

Emil. What will you do with’t, that you have been 
so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

soo the work ta*m out] the embroideij copied. Cf. HI, b, 181, tR^ro, 
*‘Take xot this work out,** and IV, i, 148, teq. 

816 to the advantage] on the opportunity, in the nick of time. 
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lAGO.,[iSiui(c^tii(7 U\ Why, what’s that to you? 

Emil. If H be not for some purpose of import, sso 
Give’t me again: poor lady, she ’ll run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago. Be not acknown on’t; I have use for it. 

Go, leave me. * \jEml Emiluk 

I wi}l in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ: this may do something. 

The Moor already changes with my poison: 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons, sso 
Which at the first are scarce found to distaste, 

But with a little act upon the blood 

Bum like the mines of sulphur. 1 did say so: 

Look, where he comes! 

Re-enter Othello 

Not poppy, nor mandragora. 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thcai owedst yesterday. 

Oth, ♦ Ha! ha^ false to me ? 

Iaoo. Why, how now, general! no more of that. 

Oth. Avaunt! be gone! ^ thou hast set me on the 
rack: 

888 Be not acknoum on*i\ Know nothing about it, do not admowledgie 
that you know aaytyng about it, 

888 / did »ay to] 1 mean what 1 say, 1 know what 1 mean. 

88i memdragorii] an herb well known as a soporific or opiate. 
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I swear’t is better to be much abused sm 

Than but to know *t a little. 

Iago. How now, my lord! 

Oth. What sense had I of her stol’n hours of lust ? 

I saw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me: 

I slept the next night well, Was free and merry; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips: * 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n. 

Let him not know’t and he’s not robb’d at all. 

Iago. I am sorry to hear this. 

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp, 

Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body, 850 

So I had nothing known. O, now for ever * 

Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 

Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell. 

Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill trump. 

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 

The royal banner and all quality. 

Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war! 

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 

The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit, wo 

Farewell! Othello’s occupation’s gone! 

Iago. Is’t possible, my lord? 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore; 

Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 


840 mtidb abu8ed\ altogether deceived. 

850 JPionerd Sappers and miners, men of the militaiy rule. 

858 circttmdAMice] ceremonious detail. 

859 mortoQ deadly. 
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Or, by tbe worth of man’s eternal soul, 

Theu hadst been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my waked wrath! 

Iaoo. Is’t come to this? 

Oth. Make me to see’t; or at the least so prove it. 
That the probation bear ifo hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life! 870 

Iago. My noble lord, — 

Oth. If thou dost slander her and torture me. 

Never pray more; abandon all remorse; 

On horror’s head horrors accumulate; 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed; 

R>r nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. 

Iago. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul or sense ? 

God be wi’ you; take mine oflSce. O wretched fool. 
That livest to make thine honesty a vice! sso 

O monstrous world! Take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honest is not safe. 

I thank you for this profit, and from hence 
I ’ll love np friend sith love breeds such offence. 

Oth. Nay, stay: thou shouldst be honest. 

• Iago. I should be wise; for honesty’s a fool. 

And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 

505 man*»] Thus the First Quarto. The Folios read mine. 

875 remoree] smse of conscience. Cf. line 459, infra. 

588 ff&fit] profitable knowledge. 

887-8M Bytheworld . . . vxnddheeatiefisil These lines are omitted from 
the First Quarto. 
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I think my wife be honest, and think she is 
1 think that thou art just, and think thou art not: « 

I’ll have some proof. Her name, that was as fresh soo 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrimed and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords, or knives. 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 

I ’ll not endure it. Would I were satisfied! 

Iaoo. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion: 

1 do repent me that 1 put it to you. 

You would be satisfied? 

Oth. Would! nay, I will. 

Iaqo. And may: but, how ? how satisfied, my lord ? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on ? • 

Behold her topp’d ? 

Oth. Death and damnation! Ol 400 

Iaqo. It were a tedious diflSculty, I think. 

To bring them to that prospect: damn them then, 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own! What then ? how then ? 

What shall I say? Where’s satisfaction? 

It is impossible you should see this. 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monl^eys, 

As salt a s wolves^in pride, and fools as gross 

890 Her\ Thus the Second and later Quaiico. The Folios read less* 
satisfactorily My. 

899 aup^vMor] onlooker. 

408-404 If ever . . , their own\ If ever any oUier mortal eyes in adcU- 
tion to their own see their heads on the same pillow. 

407 prime] forward, ready, eager. 

408-9 Ae eaU . . . drunk] As lascivious as wolves in tlieir luslliood, imd 
(were they^ thoughtless fools as lioentioua as ignoranoe or mei|ien> 
ienoe can be when it is made drunk. 
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As ignorance made drunk. But yet» 1 say. 

If imputation and strong circumstances, 410 

Which lead directly to i^e door of truth, 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have't. 

Oth. Give me a living reason she ’s disloyal. 

Iago. 1 do not like the office: 

But sitfa* 1 am enter’d in this cause so far, 

Prick’d to’t by foolish honesty and love, 

I will go on. 1 lay with Cassio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 420 

• That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs: 

One of this kind is Cassio: 

In sleep I heard him say “Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;” 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry “O sweet creature!” and then kiss me hard. 

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots, 

That grew upon my lips: then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh’d and kiss’d, and then 
Cried “Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor!” 4so 
Oth. X) monstrous! monstrous!. 

Iago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion: 

*T is a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

410 If tmptdaHon . . . drcimHaneef^ If inference and strong circimi« 
stantial evidence. 

a Hving tmuon] a leaaon founded on actual fact, drawn from life. 

482 « foregone oondunon] an anteced^t experience. 

488 a shrewd doubt] a well-founded suspicion. 
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Iago. And this may help to thicken other prqpfs 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oth. I’ll tear her all to pieces. 

Iago. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing done; 

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this; 

Have you not sometimes seen & handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries in your wife’s hand ? 

Oth. I gave her such a one; ’t was my first gift. 440 
Iago. I know not that: but such a handkerchief — 

I am sure it was your wife’s — did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If it be that, — 

Iago. If it be that, or any that was hers. 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives! 

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 

Now do I see’t is true. Look here, Iago; 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 

’T is gone. 450 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate! Swell, bosom, with thy (raught, 
For’t is of aspics’ tongues! 

Iago. Yet be content. 

439 ^Spotted] Embroidered. 

451 Thus the Quartos. The Folios read htU, 

4512 hearted throne] throne in the heart. 

453 frartght] burden, freight. 

454 tupioa* Umguea] The “asp of the Nile/* with .its deadly bite is 
Cleopatra*s initrument of suicide. The rue form “aspic** for “asp** 
is found m Ard. and Ckop., Y, ii, 291. 
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Oth.^ O, blood, blood, blood! 

4aoo. Patience, I say; your mind perhaps may 
change. 

Oth. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea, 

Whose icy current and compulsive course 

Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 

To the Propontic and the Hellespont; 4eo 

Even so my bloody thoughts, wifii violent pace. 

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love. 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble heaven, - 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kfieels. 

I here engage my words. 

Iago. Do not rise yet. [Kneels, 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above, 

You elements that clip us round about. 

Witness that here Iago doth give up 

The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 470 

To wrong’d Othello’s service! Let him command. 

And to obey shall be in me remorse. 

What bloody business ever. [They rise. 

457-464 lagB . . . heaven] These lines are omitted from the First Quarto. 
457 the Pontic sea] the Pontic, now the Blade se^r, according to Pliny and 
the ancient geographers, had only a flowing tide, and never ebbed, 
for ever flowing into the Propontic, i. e,, the sea of Marmora, and 
the Hellespont, i. e., the Bosphorus. 

463 mpahU] capacious, comprehensive. 

468 dip] embrace. 

470 execitiion] exercise. 

47S>478 to obey . . . business ever] to perform what he commands sha^ 
be with me matter of ccmscioice whatever the bloody work he orders 
For **remorse,’* cf. line 372, sujmi. 
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Oth. I greet thy love. 

Not with vain thanks, but wiOi acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to *t: 

Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio’s not alive. 

Iago. My friend is dead; ’iis done at your request: 
But let her live. ‘ 

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 

Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 480 

To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

Iago. I am your own for ever. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV —BEFORE THE CASTLE 
Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant Cassio 
lies? 

Clo. I dare not say he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man? ^ 

Clo. He’s a soldier; and for one to-say a soldier 
lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to: where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 
I lie. 

475 put thee te *1] test you. 

1 Zw] lives, residif. 

7-^ ToUMyou . . . ojtkis] This passage is omitted from tlie First Quvto. 
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D^. Can any thing be made of this ? 

• Clo. I know not where he lodges; and for me to lo 
devise a lodging, and say he lies here or he lies there, 
were to lie in mine own throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out and be edihed by 
report ? * 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him; that is, make 
questions and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him I 
have moved my lord on his behalf and hope all will be 
well. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man’s wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Exit, 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia ? 20 

Emil. I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of crusadoes: and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous ? 

Des^ Who, he ? I think the sun where he was 
bom »■ 

Drew all such humours from him. 


lit in mine own tkroc£\ deliberEtely, wiUuUy. 

15 hy them answer^ by the replies to my questions get information for 
my answer. 

98 eruMfdoe^ gold coins of Portugal, marked with a cross. They were 
, moulded fA three values, varying from 6s. 8d. to 9s. according to the 
sise the cross stai]i^)ed upon them. 

[103J 



OTHELLO 


t4CT in 


Emil. Look, where he cqmes. 

Des. I will not leave him now till Cassio 
Be caird to him. 

Enter Othello 

How is’t with you, my lord ? 

Oth. Well, my good lady. [Aside] O, hardness^to dis¬ 
semble ! 

How do you, Desdemona? 

Des. Well, my good lord. 

Oth. Give me your hand: this hand is moist, my 
lady. 

Deb. It yet has felt no age nor known no sorrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulness and liberal heart: 
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 

Much castigation, exercise devout; 

For here’s a young and sweating devil here. 

That commonly rebels. ’T is a good hand, 

A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so; 

For *t was that hand that gave away my heart. 

Oth. a liberal hand: the hearts of old gave ^ands ; 
But our new heraldry is hands, hot hearts. 

S3 this hand is moisi] a moist hand was commonly held to be a sign of an 
amorous disposition, as a dry hand was held tb be a sign of indiffer¬ 
ence to love. Cf. Tw. Nighty I, iii, 63, and note. 

35 fruitfulness and liberal heart] a bountiful disposition and a heart in¬ 
clined to licentiousness. 

37 A sequester from Isberty] A seclusion from liberty, some confinement. 

44 our new heraldry ♦ . . hearts] probably this line means nothu^ more 
than that the fashion of the present day is to offer hands msinoerely 
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Deb. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your 
• promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 
Oth. I have a salt and sorry rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. •Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That’s a fault. That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 

She was a charmer, and could almost read 

The thoughts of people: she told her, while she kept it 

’T would make her amiable and subdue my father 

without hearts. Sir William Cornwallis in his Essays in 1601 lamented 
the novel vogue of ^ving hands in one direction and hearts in an¬ 
other. The common notion that reference is made in this line to 
James I’s newly created order of baronets, of which **the bloody hand ** 
was an heraldic badge, seems, unless the line be treated as an inteiv 
polation, to be inconsistent with the fact that the creation of baronets 
only began in 1611, fully six years after this play was written. 

46 chuck] a term of endearment. • 

48 Sony rheum] Thus the Folios. The Quartos read sidlen rheum, i. e., 
• an obstinately troublesome cold. 

65-66 That handkerchief . . . give] Othello giVes a different account of 
, the handkerchief, V, ii, 218-^20, infra, where he describes it as **an 
antique hdren My father gave my mother.'* Tlie discrepancy may 
be an oversight on Shakespeare's part; but more probably Othello 
is inventing the present story in ord^ to impress and alarm his wife. 

66 an Egyptian] a gipsy. 

67 dutrmer] a practiser of endiantments, a witch. 
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Entirely to her love, but if she lost it 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 

Should hold her loathed and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies: she dying gave it me. 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 

To give it her. I did so: and 'take heed on *t; 

Make it a darling like your precious eye; * 

To lose’t or give’t away were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is’ t possible ? 

Oth. ’Tis true: there’s magic in the web of it: 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses. 

In her prophetic fury sew’d the work; 

The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk; 
And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens’ hearts. 

Des. Indeed! is’t true ? 

Oth. Most veritable; therefore look to ’f well. 

Des. Then would to God that I had never seen’t! 
Oth. Ha! wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 


65 give U give it to my wife. 

70 sibyl\ According to Ovid*s Metamorphoses, the Cumsean Sibyl had 
lived seven c^turies, and was to live three hundred years more. Cf. 
Merck, of Ven., 1» ii» 95; I live to be as old as ^b^la.’* Here a 
sibyrs age is reckoned at two hundred years or compasses of the sun*s 
course. **The sun to course is a harsh construction. But cf. such a 
phrase as **1 counted the dock to strike four.** 

74 mummy] The liquid oozing from Egyptian mummies, of a transparent 
brown coltnir, which painters valued highly. 
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Oth. Is’ t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out o’ the 
, * way ? 80 

Des. Hotven bless us! 

Oth. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost; but what an if it were? 

Oth. How! 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch’t, let me see it. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir„ but I will not now. 

This is a trick to put me from my suit: 

Pray you, let Cassio be received again. 

Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind misgives. 

• Des. Come, come; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. 1 pray, talk me of Cassio. 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. a man that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love. 

Shared dangers with you, — 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oth. Xway! ^ [Exit, 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? loo 

Des. I ne’er saw this before. 

Sure there’s some wonder in this handkerchief: 

I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 


82 Saif youf] What are you saying? 

9MM 1 fnxjf . . . han^cenhiefl These words are found only in the 
First Quarto. 
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Emil. ’T is not a year or two shows ua a man; 

They are all but stomachs and we all but food; < 

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Cassio and Iago 

Iaoo. There is no other way; ’tis she mus\ do’t: 
And, lo, the happiness! go and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio! what’s the news with 
you ? no 

Cas. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech you 
That by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with ail the office of my heart 
Entirely honour: I would not be delay’d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind. 

That nor my service past nor present sorrows 
Nor purposed merit in futurity 
Can ransom me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my benefit; 120 

So shall I clothe me in a forced content 
And shut myself up in some other course ^ 

To fortune’s alms.^ 

Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio! 

106 hungerly] ravenously. 

109 the happiness] the happy chance, the good luck. 

1^1-123 So shall . . . alms] So shall I have to content myself on com¬ 
pulsion and devote myself to some other course of life, waiting for sudi 
relief as the accidental hand of charity may offer. Shvl is the reading 
of all the eaiif editions save the First Quarto, which has sAcoto, a diffi¬ 
cult word to explain here. 
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My adyocation is hqI now in tune; 

My lord is not my lord, nor should I know him 
Were he in favour as in humour alter’d. 

So help me eveiy spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best 

And stood within the bi^nk of his displeasure 

For my free speech! You must awhile be patient: iso 

What I can do I -will; and more I will 

Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you. 

Iago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. He went hence but now, 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

• Iago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air. 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff’d his own brother; and can he be angry? 
Something of moment then: I will go meet him: 

There’s matter in *t indeed if he be angry. i40 

Des. I prithee, do so. [Eadt Iago, 

Something sure of state, 

Either from Venice or some unhatch’d practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, 

Hath pucfdled his clear spirit; and in such cases 


1S4 advocation] advocacy; a rare word. . 

12S in favour] in lode, in countenance. 

1^ toiihin the blank] full within the range, llie “blank" was the white 
mark on the centre of the target. 

Puff'd hie own brevier] There is aposiopesis hare. Some words like 
“yet he stood unruffled" are understood after brother. 

14S imhedeh'd practice] unrevealed or undeveloped plot or conspiracy. 

144 puddled] douded or mudded. 
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Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though great ones are their object. ’T is even so;« 

For let our finger ache, and it indues 

Our other healthful members even to that sense 

Of pain: nay, we must think men are not gods. 

Nor of them look for such observancy iso 

As fits the bridal. Beshrew me much, £mil%, 

I was, unhandsome warrior as I am. 

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul; 

But now I find I had suborn’d the witness, 

And he’s indicted falsely. 

Emil. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you think. 
And no conception nor no jealous toy • 

Concerning you. 

Des. Alas the day, I never gave him cause! 

Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer’d so; loo 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 

But jealous for they are jealous: ’t is a monster 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s mind! 
Emil. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him, Cassio, walk hereabout: 

If I do find him fit, I ’ll move your suit. 

And seek to effect it to my uttermost. . 

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia, 


150 observancy] watchful attendance. 

152 unhandsome warrior] ungenerous assailant; a reminiaoenoe ol 
Othello’s *"1ky sweet warrior ” (II, i, 180, supra), 

157 jealous toy] suspicious fancy. 
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. * Enter Bianca 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio! iw 

Cas. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you, my^ost fair Bianca ? 

I’ faith, isweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 

What, keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 

Eight score eight hours ? and lovers’ absent hours, 

More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

O weary reckoning! 

Cab. Pardon me, Bianca: 

I have this while with leaden thoughts been press’d; 

But I shall in a more continuate time 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, iso 

[Giving her Deedemom*8 handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this ? 

This is some token from a newer friend: 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 

Is’t come to this? Well, well. 

Cab. • Go to, woman! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devH’s teeth, 

From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, soihe remembrance: 
Nq, by my faith, Bianca. 

179 eonHmiate] continuous, uninterrupted, unbroken. Thus all the early 
editions, save the First Quarto, which gives eomienient, 

181 Take me this work Ota] Copy this embroidery for me. Cf. Ill, iii, SOO, 
eupra. 
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Bian. Why, whose is it ? , 

Cas. I know not, sweet: I found it in my chambei. 

I like the work well: ere it be demanded — iso 

As like enough it will — I ’Id have it copied: 

Take it, and do’t; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish. 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do. not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little; * 

And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. ’T is but a little way that I can bring you; 200 

For I attend here: but I ’ll see you soon. 

Bian. *T is very good; I must be circumstanced. 

[Exeunt, 

195 addition] title of credit. 

196 woman*d\ in the company of a woman. 

196-197 Why . . . love you not] These speeches are omitted from the 
First Quarto. 

202 he circumstanced] conform to circumstance, submit to neglect. 
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ACT FOURTH— SCENE I —CYPRUS 


Iago 


BEFORE THE CASTLE 
Enter Othello and Iaqo 


ILL YOU THINK SO? 
Otji. Think so, Iago! 
Iago. What, 

To kiss in private? 

Oth. An unauthorized kiss. 
Iago. Or to be naked with 
her friend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaning 
any harm ? 

Oth. Nailed in bed, Iago, 
and not mean hann! 

It is hypocrisy against the devil: 
They that mean virtuously and 
yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts and they tempt heaven. 

Iago. So they do nothing, ’t is a venial slip: 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief — lo 

Oth. What t^en ? 
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Iago. Why, then, ’t is hers, iny lord; and being hers. 
She may, I think, bestow *t on any man. ^ 

Oth. She is protectress of her honour too: 

May she give that? 

Iago. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen: 
They have it very oft that ha^^e it not: 

But for the handkerchief — 

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it: 
Thou said’st — O, it comes o’er my memory. 

As doth the rayen o’er the infected house. 

Boding to all — he had my handkerchief. 

Iago. Ay, what of that? 

Oth. That’s not so good now. 

Iago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong ? 

Or heard him say — as knaves be such abroad, 

Who having, by their own importunate suit, 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 

1 WUl you think sof] Iago has been perversely aiding, it must be as¬ 
sumed, that men and women may be found in compromising situa¬ 
tions without justifying the natural suspicion of guilty intercourse. 

0 It is hypocrisy against the devU} It is hypocrisy which ^eats the devil, 
when persons appe&r to be committing sins, which they are as a 
matter of fact avoiding. 

8 they tempi heaven\ they try the patience of heaven (by trying how near 

they can go towards vice without actually succumbing to it). 

17 They have it not] They often have the outward semblances of 

honour, who are in reality persons of dishonour. 

21-22 the raven . . . Boding to all] the raven, the bird of 31 on^, 

brooded over houses infected with sickness, foreboding disaster to all 
• • 1 
inside. 

23 That*s not so good now] You are not diowing your usual good aeanse. 
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Convipced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab — 

Oth. Hath he said any thing ? 

Iago. He hath, my lord; but be you well assured, so 
No more than he’ll unswear. 

Oth. ^ • What hath he said ? 

Iaoo. Faith, that he did — 1 know not what he did. 

Oth. What? what? 

Iaoo. Lie — 

Oth. With her? 

Iaoo. With her, on her; what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her! lie on her! — We say lie on her, 
when they belie her. — Lie with her! ’Zounds, that’s 
fulsome! Handkerchief — confessions — handkerchief! 
— To confess, and be hanged for his labour; first, to 
be hanged, and then to confess. 1 tremble at it. Nature 
would not invest herself in such shadowing passion with- 40 
out some instruction. It is not words that shakes me 
thus. Pish! Noses, ears and lips. Is’t possible? — 
Confess ? — Handkerchief ? — O devil! [Falls in a trance. 

Iaoo. Work on. 


28 Convinced or suppUed them] Overcome th^r reluctance or complied 
with their wish. 

87-48 To omfesa . . . devU] This passage is'^omitted from the First 
Quarto. 

88 oonfesst and be hanged] a proverbial ejaculation of impatience. 

$8-41 Nature . . . instiuction] Othello here e^cperiences sensations which 
are wammgs of the apoplectic fit which immediately follows. He 
tn this passage that nature would not be likely to set up such 
paroxysm of passion, which is darkening (or casting a shadow over) 
his vision, iitilfM die were acting on sure information. 

[ 116 ] 



OTHELLO 


, ACT IV 


My medicine* work! Thus credulous fools are caiight; 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, r 
All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho! my lord! 

My lord, I say! Othello! 

ErUer Cassio 

How now, Cassio! 

Cas. What’s the matter? 

Iaqo. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy: so 

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 

Iaqo. No, forbear; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course: 

If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 

He will recover straight: when he is gone, 

I would on great occasion speak with you. [ExU Casdo. 
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ? 

Oth. Dost thou mock me? 

Iago. I mock you! no, by heaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune like a mah! 

Oth. a homed man’s a monster and a beast. 

Iago. There’s many a beast then in a populous 
city, 

And many a civil monster. 

Oth. Did he confess it? 

Iago. Good sir, be a man; 

Think every larded fellow that ’s but yoked 
May draw with you: there ’s millions now alive 
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That ^htly lie in those unproper beds 

Which dbey dare swear peculiar: your case is better. 

O, 't is the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch^mock, 70 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste! No, let me know; 

And knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 
Oth. *0, thou art wise; ’t is certain. 

Iago. Stand you awhile apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 

Whilst you were here o’erwhelmed with your grief — 

A passion most unsuiting such a man — 

Cassio came hither: I shifted him away, 

* And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy; 

Bade him anon return and here speak with me; so 
The which he promised. Do but encave yourself, 

And mark the fleers, the gibes and notable scorns, 

That dwell in every region of his face*; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago and when 
He hath and is again to cope your wife: 

6S-^9 in those . . . peculiar] in those beds which are common property, 
though oath may be taker «hat they are the husband’s exclusive 
possession. • 

71 a secure couch] a couch where a man’s confidence in his wife’s fidelity 
is undisturbed. ^ 

75 in a patient list] within the bounds of patience. 

76 here o^erwhdfned] Thus all the early editions save the First Quarto 

whidi reads here ere whiles mad. 

77 unsuiting] Thus the Duke of Devonshire’s copy of the First Quarto. 

Capdl’s copy of the same edition reads, like the Second Quarto, 
vnfUting, The Folios misprint resulting. 

7d your ecstasy] your fit of epUepsy. 
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I say, but mark his gesture. Many, patience; , 

Or 1 shall say you are all in all in spleen. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dost thou hear, lago? 

1 will be found most cunning in my patience; w 

But — dost thou hear ? — most bloody. ^ 

Iaqo. That’s not amiss; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

[OtheUo retires. 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife that by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio; as’t is the strumpet’s plague 
To beguile many and be beguiled by one. 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. Here he comes. 

Re-enter Cassio 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad; loo 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures and light behaviour. 

Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ? 

Cab, The worser that you give me the addition 
Whose want even kills me. 

88 aUinaU in sfleeri] altogether made up of apleen, which was reckoned 
the main seat of tempestuous passion, 
as keep Hme] be patient; avoid haste. 

94 housewife] used like "hussy.” 

101 vnbookMi] ignorant, uninformed. 

construe] Bowe's spelling of the Quarto reading coiuter. The Fdios 
misprint oemsartie. 

104 addition] title. 
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Iag<v Piy Desdemona well, and you are sure on’t. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power. 

How quickly should you speed! 

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff! 

Oth. Look, how he laughs already! 

Iago. I never knew a*woman love man so. no 

Cas. -^as, poor rogue! I think, i’ faith, she loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly and laughs it out. 

Iago. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

Oth. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o’er: go to; well said, well said. 

Iago. She gives it out that you shall many her: 

•Do you intend it ? 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 
Cas. I marry her! what, a customer! I prithee, bear 
some charity to my wit; do not think it so unwholesome. 
Ha, ha, ha! m 

Oth. So, so, so, so: they laugh that win. 

Iago. Faith, the cry goes that you shall many her. 
Cas. Prithee, say true. 

Iago. J. am a very villain else. 

Oth. Have you scored me ? Weil. 

Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving out: she is 


well done; a common USA^. 

118 triumph, Roman?] Triumphs were so closely identified with Rome 
that the use of the one word sugg^ts the other. 

119 a cuikmer] a loose woman who invites custom. 

196 Have you ecored mef] Have you paid your score off me ? Cf. **do 
you triumph?** 1. 118, supra. 
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persuaded 1 will many her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise. « 

Oth. lago beckons me; now he begins the story, iso 
Cas. She was here even now: she haunts me in every 
place. I was the other day talking on the sea-bank with 
certain Venetians; and thither comes the bauble, and, 
by this hand, she falls me thus about my neck — 

Oth. Crying “ O dear Cassio! ” as it were: his gesture 
imports it. ^ 

Cas; So hangs and lolls and weeps upon me; so hales 
and pulls me: ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. Now he tells how she plucked him to my 
chamber. O, I see that nose of yours, but not that dog ^ 

I shall throw it to. i4i 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

Iago. Before me! look, where she comes. 

Cas. ’T is such another fitchew! marry, a perfumed 
one. 

Enter Bianca 

What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you! What 
did you mean by that same handkerchief you*gave me 
even now? I was^a fine fool to take it. I must take 
out the work ? A likely piece of work, that you should 
find it in your chamber, and not know who left it there! 
This is some minx’s token, and 1 must take out the 

ISS ths bauble] the trivial creature. 

144 *Ti8 such andher fitchew] She *s just like a polecat. 

148>149 take out fifie work] copy the embrotdeiy. So lines 151,15S. Cf. 
m, iii, SOO, and III, iv, 181, supra. 
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work ? There; give it your hobby*>horse: wheresoever 
you had it, I’ll take out no work on’t. m 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca! how now! how 
now! 

Oth. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief! 
Bian. An you’ll come to supper to-night, you may; 
an you ^ill not, come when you are next prepared lor. 

lExii, 

Iago. After her, after her. 

Cas. Faith, I must; she’ll rail i’ the street else. 

Iago. Will you sup there ? leo 

Cas. Faith, I intend so. 

► Iago. Well, I may chance to see you; for I would 
very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Prithee, come; will you? 

Iago. Go to; say no more. [ExU Cassio. 

Oth. [Advancing] How shall I murder him, Iago ? 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice ? 
Oth. O Iago! 

Iago. And did you see the handkerchief ? 

Oth. Was that mine ? i70 

Iago. Yours, by this hand: and to see how he prizes 
the fooliSh woman your wife! she gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

Oth. I would Have him nine years a-killing. A fine 
woman! a fair woman! a sweet woman I 
Iago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to¬ 
night : for she shall not live: no, my heart is turned to 

i&ft hoiiby-horse] a term of contempt for a frivoloiis woman. 
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stone; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. O, the world 
hath not a sweeter creature: she might lie by an enm- 
peror’s side, and command him tasks. isi 

Iago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her! I do but say what she is: so deli¬ 
cate with her needle: an adnrirable musician; O, she 
will sing the savageness out of a bear: of so tigh and 
plenteous wit and invention: — 

Iago. She’s the worse for all this. 

Oth. O, a thousand thousand times: and then, of so 
gentlcf a condition! 

Iago. Ay, too gentle. i»o 

Oth. Nay, that’s certain: but yet the pity of it, Iago! * 
O Iago, the pity of it, Iago I 

Iago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend; for, if it touch not you, it comes near 
nobody. 

Oth. I will chop her into messes; cuckold me! 

Iago. O, ’t is foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer! 

Iago. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, Iago; this night.^ I’ll not 
expostulate with h^r, lest her body and beauty unpro¬ 
vide my mind again: this night, Iago. 

Iago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in h^r bed, 
even the bed she hath contaminated. 


182 your way\ your point of view. 

189 condt^tofi] disposition. 

1^-194 If you . 4 ,. ajfen^ If you are so foolishly mild about h«r sin* 
fulness, give her formal right to commit offence. 
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Oth. Good, good: the justice of it pleases: very 
. • good. 

Iaoo. And for Cassio, let me be his undertaker: you 
shall hear more by midnight. 

Oth. Excellent good. [A trumpet within,] What trumpet 
is that same^P 

Iago.* Something from Venice, sure. is Lodovico 
Come from the duke: and, see, your wife is with him. «io 

Enter Lodovico, Desdismona, and Attendants 

Lod. God save the worthy general! 

Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Gives him a letter, 

Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the letter, and reads, 
Des. And what’s the news, good cousin Lodovico? 
Iago. I am very glad to see you, signior; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant Cassio ? 
Iago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there’s fall’n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach: but you shall make ail well. no 
Oth. Are you sure of that? , 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. [Reads] “This fail you not to do, as you will —” 
Lod. He did not call; he’s busy ill the paper. 

Is tiiere division ’twixt my lord and Cassio ? 

206 let me , undertaker] let me take up your cause of quarrel with 
him* **Underiaker** was the title commonly bestowed on such in- 
terveneis in controvert. 
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Des. a most unhappy one: I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oth. Fire and brimstone! 

Des. My lord? 

Oth. Are you wise ? 

Des. What, is he angiy? 

Lod. May be the letter mo^ed turn; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my troth, I am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed! 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. Why, sweet Othello ? 

Oth. Devil! [StrUcing her, 

Des. I have not deserved this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw’t: *t is very much: 
Make her amends; she weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil! 

If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears. 

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. ^ 

Out of my sight! ^ 


«so 


240 


227 aUm] reconcile. 

230 Are you vjisef] Are you prudent in talking thus ? Fechter, the actor, 
assigned these words to lago, assuming them to be a hint to Othelk> 
to control himself better. 

242 faUs] lets fall. 

a crocodile] In popular natural history crocodiles were a type oi de¬ 
ceitfulness ap^ insincerity. Hence, feigned tears are comnoKmly known 
as **crocodile*s tears.’* 
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Des.^ I will not stay to offend you. [Ooing, 

•Lod. Truly, an obedient lady: 

I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oth. Mistress! 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. What would yoil with her, sir ? 

Lod. * Who, I, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay; you did wish that I would make her turn: 
Sir, she can turn and turn, and yet go on, S50 

And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 

And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient, , 

Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears. 

Coimeming this, sir, — O well-painted passion! — 

I am commanded home. Get you away; 

I ’ll send for you anon. Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt! 

[Exit Deademona, 

Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup together: 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. Goats and monkeys I 


[Exit. 


Lod. Is this the noble Mopr whom our full senate 
Call all iif all sufficient ? Tffis the nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whos^s solid virtue 
The shot of accident nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor pierce ? 


201 


254 w^fninUd passion] cleverly simulated passion. 

200 Goats and numkoffs] Othello recalls la|^*s references to the lascivious- 
nets of goats and monkeys, HI, iii, 407, supra. 

264 sxddent . . . idumee] TTie distinction between these two words is 
not quite obvious. **Accident** may mean a personal calamity, and 
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Iago. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ?« 

Iago. He’s that he is: I may not breathe my censure 
What he might be: if what he might he is not, 

I would to heaven he were! 

Lod. What, strike his ,wife! 

Iago. Faith, that was not so well; yet would 1 knew 
That stroke would prove the worst! 

Lod. Is it his use ? m 

Or did the letters work upon his Mood, 

And new create this fault? 

Iago. Alas, alas! 

It is not honesty in me to speak ^ 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him, 
And his own courses will denote him so 
That I may save my speech: do but go after, 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II —A ROOM IN THE CASTLE 

f 

Eijier Othicllo and Emilia 

Oth. You have seen nothing, then? 

Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 

Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together.. 

**chance’* a turn of fortune involving more than mere personal 
consequences. 

S67 eenaure] ojfhiion. 

274 honesty] honouraUe. 
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EMiSi. But then 1 saw no harm, and then I heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o* the way ? 

Emil. ^ever. * 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. lo 

Oth. That *^8 strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 

Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other, 

•Remove your thought; it doth abuse your bosom. 

If any wretch have put this in your head. 

Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse! 

For if she be not honest, chaste and true. 

There’s no man happy; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither: go. [Exit Emilia. 

She says enough: yet she’s a simple bawd 20 

That cannot sav as much. This is a subtle whore, 

A closet lock and key of villanous secrets: 

And yet she’ll kneel and pray; I have seen her do’t. 

Enter Desdemona wUh Emilia 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Fray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Oth. Let me see your eyes; 

Look in my face. 
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Des. What horrible fancy *s this ? , 

Oth, [To Emilia] Some of your function, mistress, *' 
Leave procreants alone and shut the door; 

Cough, or cry hem, if any body come: *9 

Your mystery, your mystery: nay, dispatch. [Exit Emilia, 

, Des. Upon my knees, what 'doth your 8 peec|i import ? 

I understand a fury in your words. 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou? 

Des. Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal wife. 
Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double-damn’d i 
Swear thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell. 40 
Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? how am I 
false ? 

Oth. O Desdemona! Away! away! away! 

Des. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep ? 

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord ? 

If haply you my father do suspect ^ 

An instrument of*this your calling back. 

Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost him. 

Why, I have lost him too. 

*917 Some of your function] Some persons practising your tine oi business 
(of procuress or bawd). 

80 Your mystery] Bethink you of your trade or profession of procurass. 
87-88 Lest . . . doiMe-4amn'd] Lest being like an angel, like one oi tihe 
dect of hea#n, the fiends of hell themselves should fear to toudb 
you. Therefore heap sin upon sin, add pexjuiy to adulteiy. 
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Ot^. Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with afldiction; had they rain’d 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head, «) 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips, 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 

I shouldyhave found in some place of my soul 
A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at! 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well: 

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart, 

Where either I must live or bear no life, 

’The fountain from the which my current runs, eo 

Or else dries up; to be discarded thence! 

Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads 

To knot and gender in! Turn thy complexion there, 


49 they] se. the heavens. 

55-36 A fixed figure . . . finger at] This is substantially the reading of 
the Quartos, though the First Quarto has fingers for finger^ and at is 
followed in all by oh^ oh. The main change in the Folios is the sub> 
stitution of The for A in line 55, and of and mouing for vnmoumg in 
line 56* The metaphor is drawn from a dodc. “A fixed figure ” refers 
to the small figure of a man which ornamented a dock, and some¬ 
times played a part in the mechanism by striking a bell to sound the 
hours or quarter hours. Cf. Rich. II^ V, v, 60, “I stand fooling here 
his Jack o*the clocks * and Rich. Hit IV, ii, 148, *Mike a Jack thou 
k|sep*st the stroke.” “The time of scorn” means “the hour of 
spora,” “hour” being put for the dial or clock’s face on which 
the hours are indicate. “Slow unmoving finger” is the dial hand 
or pointer with its imperceptilde movement 

58 garner’d up] ti^ured, stor^. 

6S-<65 Tvm as heU] Apparently Patience, being apostrophised, is 
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Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubin, , 

Ay, there, look grim as hell! 

Deb. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Oth. O, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 

Who art so lovely fair and smtelFst so sweet ^ 

That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst ne’er 
been bom! 70 

Deb. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 

Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write “whore” upon? What committed! 
Committed I O thou public commoner! 

I should make very forges of my cheeks. 

That would to cinders burn up modesty. 

Did I but speak thy deeds. What committed! 

Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks; 

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth, so 

And will not hear it. What committed! 

Impudent strumpet! 


warned that it will change colour in presence of such filth, and that 
all its normal frcsli^ beauty would become ugly as heU in yiew of 
such corruption. Othello exaggerates the beauty and virtue of 
tience, which could find no place in his present condition erf mind. 
Cberubin, used here as a singular, is really the plural ol “chmnib.*^ 
7$ committedi] The word has a technical sense ctf doing unlawful acts of 
love. Cf. Lear, III, iv, 81: **oommU not with man’s swenn spouse.** 
74-77 Committed . . . committed/] These lines are mnitted from the First 
Quarto. 

79 The bawdy . . . maeto] Cf. IfervA of Ven,, 11, vi, Ifi: **Hvggi*d 
and embraced by the strumpet wind** 
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De%. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

• Oth. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des. No, as I am a Christian: 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch 
Be not tp be a strumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Des. No, as 1 shall be saved. 

Oth. Is’ t possible ? 

Des. O, heaven forgive us! 

Oth. I cry you mercy then: 

I took you for that cunning w'hore of Venice 90 

• That married with Othello. [Raising his voice] You, 
mistress. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell! 

Re-enter Emilia 

You, you, ay, you! 

We have done our course; there’s money for your pains: 

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. [Exit, 
Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 

How do*you, madam? how.do you^my good lady? 

Des. Faith, half asleep. 

Emil. Good madam, what’s the matter with my lord ? 
Des. With who? ^ 100 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

84 this mud for my lord] an obvious scriptuial reminisoenoe. 

I cry you mercy] 1 beg your pardon. Cf. Y, i, 69, infra, 
ofiee opposite to Saini Peter] office opposed to that of St. Peter, who ^ 
keeps the keys of heaven. 
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Des. Who is thy Iprd ? , 

Emil. He that is yours, sweet ladf. 

Des. 1 have none: do not talk to me, Emilia; 

I cannot weep, nor answer have I none 

But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 

Lay on my bed my wedding ^eets: rememb^; 

And call diy husband hither. 

Emil. Here’s a change indeed! [ExU, 

Des. ’T is meet I should be used so, very meet. 

How have I been behaved, that he might stick 

The smaU’st opinion on my least misuse ? no 

Re-enter Emilia with Iago i 

Iago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is’t 
with you ? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach young babes 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks: 

He might have chid me so; for, in good faith, 

1 am a child to chiding. 

Iago. What’s the matter, lady? 

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhored her, 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her. 

As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, Iago ? 

Iago. What name, fair lady ? 

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. iso 

105 go hy watm] express itself in tears. 

110 opinion] iU opinion or suspicion. 

Uad mistus] syghtest fault Thus all the eailj editkms, save thh 
First Quarto, which reads greatest abuse, 
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Emil. He call’d her whore: a beggar in his drink 
Coulif not have laid such terms upon his callet. 

Iago. Why did he so ? 

Deb. I do not know ; I am sure I am none such. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day! 
£mil» Hath she forsook so many noble matches, 

Her fatfier and her country and her friends, 

To be call’d whore ? would it not make one weep ? 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

Iago. Beshrew him for’t! 

How comes this trick upon him ? 

Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang’d, if some eternal villain, isi 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office. 

Have not devised this slander; I’ll be bang’d else. 

Iago. Fie, there is no such man; it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him! 

Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw his bones! 
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her com¬ 
pany ? 

Whatpl|wie? what time? what form? what likelihood? 
The Moor’s abused by some most^villanous knave, 140 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow. 

O heaven, that such companions thou’ldst unfold, 

122 calleil a low prostitute. 

151 ^etemaJ^ infemal; a common tenn of extreme abhorrence. 

152 kumf and injimusUng] officious and plausible. 

183 cogging^ oozemng\ lying, cheating. 

14} naterunu] outrageous, deserving to be branded. Cf. V, ti, 242, infra ,.. 
142 eompamontl fellows; a word of scorn. 
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And put in eveiy honest hand a whip 
To iash the rascals naked through the world 
Even from the east to the west] 

Iago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fie upon them! Some such squire he was 
That turn’d your wit the seamy side without. 

And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

Iago. You are a fool; go to. 

Des. O good Iago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again? 150 

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven, 

I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel: 

If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed, 

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 

Delighted them in any other form. 

Or lhat I do not yet, and ever did. 

And ever will, though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 

Comfort forswear me J Unkindness may do much; iso 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 

But never taint my love. I cannot say “whoij”: 

It doth abhor me npw I speak the word; 


145 Spec^ within ioor] Don’t speak so loud as to be beard outside the 
door. 

148 suaped me with the Moor] Cf. I. iii, S81-S82, and II, i, 289-203, aupm. 
154 diacouree of thought] range or course o£ ihouj^ Cf. Hamids 1, U, 
150: '’diseoiirse of reason.” 

161 defeat] destroy. 

16S It doth aUbhoir me] It is abhorrent to me. 
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To do the act that might the addition earn 
Not tke world’s mass of vanity could make me. 

Iago. 1 pray you, be content; ’t b but his htunour: 
The business of the state does him offence. 

And he does chide with you. 

Des. If’t were no other, — 

Iago. ’T is but so, I warrant. [Trumfa$ toUhin, 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper! 170 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat: 

Go in, and weep not; all things shall be well. 

[Exeunt Deedemona and Emilia* 

Enter Roderioo 


How now, Roderigo! 

Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly with me. 
Iago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with some device, 
Iago; and rather, as it seems to me now, keepest from 
me all conveniency than supplies! me with the least 
advantage of hope. I will indeed no longer endure it; 
nor am I yet persuaded to put up in peace what already 
I have foolbhly suffered. isi 

Iago? Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; for your words 
and ^performances are no kin together. 

164 addUion] title. 

176 daffest me] puttest me off. 

ISS-'IM for your words and] In the Duke of Devonshire's copy and in at 
least thxM other extant copies of the First Folio a careless printer has 
mbstituted fw these words the phrase and heU, gnaw his bones, thus 
repeating by a freak of misdirected vision Emilia's angry ejaculation 
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I AGO. You charge me most unjustly. , 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted mysdf 
out of my means. The jewels you have had from me to 
deliver to Desdemona would half have corrupted a vota- 
rist: you have told me she hath received them and re¬ 
turned me expectations and comforts of suddei\ respect 
and acquaintance; but I find none. i9i 

Iago. Well; go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; nor 
’t is not very well: by this hand, I say’t is very scurvy, 
and begin to find myself fopped in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you’t is not very well. I will make my- ' 
self known to Desdemona: if she will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my suit and repent my unlawful 
solicitation; if not, assure yourself I will seek satisfac¬ 
tion of you. *00 

Iago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intend¬ 
ment of doing. 

Iago. Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee; and 
even from this instant do build on thee a better,opinion 
than ever before, ^ive me thy hand, Roderigo: thou 
hast taken against me a most just exception; but yet, I 
protest, I have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

from line 187, ^upm. In the majority of the copies of the First Folio 
the mistake is corrected. 

188 o vatarut] a nun. 

190 suddm retsped] prompt show ctf regard. 

195 /opp€d|| dduded, deceived; ""fobbed** is the more ordinary fomi. 

902 inUndmeat] intention. 
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Rovi It hath aot appeared. soo 

« Iago. I grant indera it hath not appeared» and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgment But, Rod- 
erigo, if diou hast that in thee indeed, which 1 have 
greater reason to believe now than ever, I mean purpose, 
courage and valour, thiamight show it: if thou the next 
night foltowing enjoy not Desdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, whaflis it? is it within-reason and com¬ 
pass? 

Iaoo. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice to depute Cassio in Othello's place. ««o 

• Rod. Is that true? why then Othello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

Iago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode 
be lingered here by some accident: wherein none can be 
so determinate as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean, removing of him ? 

Iago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello’s 
place; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. ^And that you would have me to do ? *80 

Iago. Ay, if you dare do your^lf a profit and a 
• right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither 
will I go to him: he knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune. If you will watch his going thence, which I 
will fashion to fall out between .twelve and one, you may 


fid devise engmee . . . plot to destroy my life. 
fSf hailotTy\ hoiiot Cf. Rom. and Jtd., IV, ii, 14: **k peevish sdtf-will^d 
hoHetry,** 
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take him at your pleasure: I will be near to /second 
your attempt, and he shall fall between us. Come, stand 
not amazed at it, but go along with me; 1 will show 
you such a necessity in his death that you shall think 
yourself bound to put it on him. It is now high suppCr- 
time, and the night grows to T^aste: about it. ^ S4i 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

Iaoo. And you shall be satisfied. [Exemd, 


SCENE III —ANOTHER ROOM IN THE CASTLE 
Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and Attendants 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 
further. 

Oth. O, pardon me; 't will do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

Oth. Will you walk, sir? 

O, — Desdemona, — 

Des. My lord? ^ 

Oth. Get you to bed on the instant; I will be re¬ 
turned forthwith: dismiss your attendant there: look 
it be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Othello, Lodovico, and AUendante* 

840-241 eupper-time] fully the hour of 8upp». 

4 vToffc] witudraw. 
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Ehil. How goes it now? he looks genUer than he 
. " did. 

Des. He says he will return incontinent: 

He hath commanded me to go to bed* 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. ^ Dismiss me! 

Des.^ It was his bidding; therefore^ good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I would you had never seen him! 

Deb. So would not I: my love doth so approve him. 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns, — 
Prithee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in them. 
Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the 
bed. 

Des. All’s one. Good faith, how foolish are our 
minds! 

If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call’d Barbara: 

She was in love; and he she loved proved mad 
And did forsake her: she had a song of ‘‘willow;” 

An old thing’t was, but it express’d her fortune, 

And she di^ singing it: that song to*night 

11 wcondnent] immediatdy. 

Good faith] Tliiis the Fbtt Quarto. AU other early editions read 
abeunUy good father. 
as you talk] you c^Uer thoughtleMly. 
as mad] wild, fickle. 

ar a mmg of '^wiUow*^ Shakespeare adapts the song, which he gives 
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Will not go from my mind; I have much to do ^ ao 

But to go hang my head all at one side 

And sing it like pocn* Barbara. Prithee, dispatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Deb. No, unpin me here. 

This Lodovico is a proper mani^ 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Deb. He speaks well. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have walked 
barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Deb. [Singing] The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree. 

Sing all a green 'willow; 4(V 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 

The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur’d her moans; 

Sing wiUow, willow, willow; 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d the stones; — 

Lay by these: — 

[SinyiTigr] Sing willow, willow, willow; 

Prithee, hie thee; he’ll come anon:— . 

lines 89-56, in/ro, from an old ballad, probably of early sixteendi 
century date. The original music is extant. Percy printed a versioii 
of the words from a copy in the Pepysian library (at Magdalene 
College, Cambridge), entitled ** A lover's complaint, being forsideen of 
his love, to a pleasant tune.” There and elsewhere the singm* is a man. 
'^Willow, willow” was a favourite burden of many otW sixteenth 
century songs, 

80-51 I kaxm . . ^nex£\ The First Quarto omits thh passage. 

80-81 1 have tauch io do Bvi to <^] I can hardly ref^min from going. 
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Stag all a green wtUow must be my gailand. 

^ Let nobody blame him; hia soom I approve,W 

Nay, that’s not next. Hark! who is’t that knocks ? 
Emil. It’s the wind. 

Deb. I call'd ^y love fidse love; but what said he 

.) then ? 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 

If 1 court moe women, you 11 couch with moe men. 

So get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do itch; 

Do& that b^e weeping ? 

Emil. ’T is neither here nor there. 

, Deb. I have heard it said so. O, these men, these 
men! 

Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 

That there be women do abuse their husbands ao 

In siich gross kind ? 

Emil. There be some such, no question. 

Deb. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 
Emil. Why, would not you ? 

Deb. No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light; I might 
do’t as #ell i’ the dark. 

Deb. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 
Emil. The world’s a huge thing: it is a great price 
For a small vice. 

40 8ing . . . gadand\ Ct. M%uh Adot II, i, 193-104; offe^ him my 
company to a ttnllowAne, «ther to make him a garland,** etc. 

S3~55 I oaWd . . . men] Hie Firat Quarto omits these lines. 

06 moe . . . moe] mom . . . moiO. 

68-01 I hm . . . ^iieifwa] The First Quarto omits these lines. 
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Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emil. In troth, I think I should; and undo H when 
I had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a 
joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, 
petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition; but, for 
the whole world, — why, who would not make her hus¬ 
band a cuckold to make him a monarch? 1 should 
venture purgatory for’t. 75 

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but,a wrong i* the world; 
and having the world for your labour, ’t is a wrong in 
your own world, and you might quickly make it right, so 
Des. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as 
would store the world they played for. 

But I do think it is their husbands’ faults 
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps. 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies. 

Throwing restraint upon us, or say they strike us. 

Or scant our former having in despite, ^ 

71 jctTU-ring] a token of troth-plight, usually of small intrinmc value; it 

was first broken in two parts whidi were then neaUy riveted together. 

72 i^kibiHon] allowance. 

82 to the vanUige] into the baigain. 

83 store] stock. 

84-101 Bid I do think. .. us so] The First Quarto omits this pusage. 

80 treasures] Hen. IV^ ll, iii, 42-43: **^ven mj tftasures and my 

rights 0 ^ thee To . . . melancholy.*’ 

80 having] allowance for expenses. 
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Why, we have and though we have some grace, oo 
^et Ifave we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them: they see and smell 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 

As husbands have. What is it that they do 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport ? 

I think It is: and doth affection breed it ? 

I think it doth: is *t frailty that thus errs ? 

It is so too: and have not we affections. 

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have ? 

Then let them use us. well: else let them know, loo 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 

Des. Good night, good night: heaven me such uses 
send. 

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend! [Exeunt 
SS serue] sensual appetite. 

102 uses] experiences, with a reference to Emilia's phrase, line 100, tupra* 
**thra let them uae us.*’ 
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ACT FIFTH— SCENE I —CYPRUS 


A STREET 


Iago 



Enter Iaqo and Rodebigo 


ERE, STAND BEHIND THIS 
bulk; straight will he come: 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and 
put it home: 

Quick, quick; fear nothing; I ’ll 
be at thy elbow: 

It makes us, or it mars us; think 
on that. 

And fix most firm th^ resolu¬ 
tion. 

Rod. Be near at hand; I 
may miscarry in *t. 

Iago. Here, at thy hand: be 
bold, and take thy stand. [Retires, 


Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed; 
And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons: 

’T is but a man gone. Forth, my sword: he die& 
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IA 09 . I have nibb’d this young qoat almost to the 
* sense. 

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caano, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain: live Roderigo, 

He calls ^e to a restitufion large 

Of gold and jewels that I bobb’d from him. 

As gifts to Desdemona: 

It must not be: if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly; and besides, the Moor «o 

May unfold me to him; there stand I in much peril: 
*No, he must die. Be't so. I hear him coming. 

Enicr Cassio 

Bod. I know his gait; ’t is he. Villain, thou diest! 

{Makes a pass ai Cassio, 

Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 


I bulk] a stall or counter outside a shop. Florio in his Italian-English 

Dictionary explains *‘BaIcone'^ as *‘a bulke, or stall of a shop/' Cf. 
Cor., 11, i, 200: "stalls, bulks^ windows." Bulke is the reading of the 
Quartdl, for which the Folios substitute unsatisfactorily Barke or 
Bark. • 

7 stand] technically applied to the place chosen by the huntsmen for 
diooting at the deer. 

II ^uat] Thus all the early editions, save theTirst Quarto, which reads 

t pnat. "Quat" iheans in Warwickshire dialect "a pimple." It is em¬ 
ployed here as a term of contempt, like "scab" in Tw. Nighit II, v, 
69. "RuWd to the sense" is rubbed to the quick, so as to make the 
spot or sore "angry.” v 

14 pain] Thus the Fdios. The Quartos read game. 

16 cheated or swindled. Cf. Trail, and Cress.t HI, i, 65. 
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But that my coat is better than thou know’st: • 

I will make proof of thine, {praws^ and womds Roderigo^ 
Rod. O, I am slain! 

[lago from behind wounds Casno in the leg, and exit, 
Cas. I am maim’d for ever. Help, ho! murder! 
murder! ^ ^ [Falls, 

Enter Othello 

Oth. The voice of Cassio: lago keeps his word. 

Rod. O, villain that 1 am! 

Oth. It is even so. 

Cas. O, help, ho! light! a surgeon! so 

Oth, ’T is he. O brave lago, honest and just. 

That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong! 

Thou teachest me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 

And your unblest fate hies: strumpet, I come! 

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted; 
Thy bed lust-stain’d shall with lust’s blood be spotted. 

[Exit. 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano 

Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage? murder! 
murder! 

Gra. ’T is some mischance; the cry is very (iireful. 

85 mtj coa<] Cassio probably wears an undercoat of mail, i, e., a tunic of 
finely wrought links of steel. 

S4 hastes away. The Folios read highest and the Quartos hies 
apace. 

85 Forth of] Out of. Thus the Quartos; the First Folio rends For oft 
the other Folios For off. 

87 no paseagef] nq^traffic ? are no persons {massing by ? b nobody about? 

Cf. Com. of Errorst III, i, 99: **thc stirring paseage of the day,** i. 
the hour when trafiSc b busiest. 
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Cai^. O, help! 

« Lod. Hark! 40 

Rod. O wretched villain! 

Lod. Two or three groan: it is a heavy night: 

These may be counterfeits: let’s think H unsafe 
To com^ in to the cry ^thout more help. 

Rod. Nobody come ? then shall 1 ble^ to death. 

Lod. Hark! 

Re-enier Iago, with a ligkl 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with light and 
weapons. 

Iago. Who’s there ? whose noise is this that cries on 
murder ? 

Lod. We do not know. 

Iago. Did not you hear a cry ? 

Cas. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, help me! 

Iago. What’s the matter ?so 

Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same indeed; a very valiant fellow. 

Iago. What are you here that cry so grievously ? 

Cab. Iago? O, I am spoil’d, undone by villains! 

Give mt some help. 

Iago. O me, lieutenant! what Villains have done 
this ? 

Cab. I think that one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. 

42 a heavy night] a dark doudy nig^t. 

4S eries on] out. 

5t undent] aingn. See note on I, i, 3S, eufra, 

BB make away] make off, escape. • 
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Iago. O treacherous villains ! ^ 

What are you there? come in and give some help. 

\To Lodovieo and GraUano, 

Rod. O, help me here! 60 

Cas. That *s one of them. 

Iago. O murderous slave! O villain! 

^toderigo. 

Rod. O damn’d Iago! O inhuman dog! 

Iago. Kill men i’ the dark! Where be these bloody 
thieves ? 

How silent is this town! Ho! murder! murder! 

What may you be ? are you of good or evil ? 

* Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Iago. Signior Lodovieo? 

Lod. He, sir. 

Iago. I ciy you mercy. Here's Cassio hurt by vil¬ 
lains. 

Gra. Cassio! to 

Iago. How is *t, brother? 

Cab. My leg is cut in two. 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid! 

light, gentlemen: I’ll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca 

Bian. What is the matter, ho? who is’t that cried? 
Iago. Who is’t that cried! 

Bian. O my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! O Cas¬ 
sio, Cassio, Cassio! ^ 

es / era meivy] 1 beg your pudon. Of. IV, li, 80, tupra^ 
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Iagjp* O notable strumpet! Cassio, may you sus« 
♦ pect 

Who they should be that have thus mangled you ? 

Cas. No. 

Gra. I am sorry to find you thus: I have been to 
^ seek you. • 

Iago. Lend me a garter. So. O, for a chair. 

To bear him easily hence! 

Bian. Alas, he faints! O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio! 
Iago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come; 

Lend me a light. Know we this face or no ? 

Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 
Roderigo ? no: — yes, sure: O heaven I Roderigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

Iago. Even he, sir: did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him! ay. 

Iago. Signior Gratiano ? I ciy you gentle pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 
That so ne^ected you. 

Gra.^ I am glad to see you. 

Iago. How do you, Cassio ? O, a chair, a chair! 
Gra. Roderigo! 

Iago. He, he, ’tis he. [d »a.] O, that’s 

well said; the <^air: 

Lend . . . hence] Theie linef are omittod from the Fint Quarto. 
B5 IraiA] feeUe creatiire. Cf. II, i, £97, mpra, and note. 

To be a party] Thua the Folios. Hie Quartos read To beare a paH, 

OS / ery . . . pardon] I heg you kindly pardon. Cl. line 69, eupra. 
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Some good man bear him carefully from hence; ^ 

I ’ll fetch the general’s surgeon. [To Btanco] For you,« 
mistress, loo 

Save you your labour. He that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend: what malice was between you ? 
Cas. None in the world; no/do I know the^man. 

I AGO. [To Bian.] What, look you pale? O, b^r him 
out o’ the air. [Cassio and Roderigo are borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, mistress ? 

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ? 

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. 

Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her: 

Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, ‘ 
Though tongues were out of use. no 


101 Save gou your labour] lago impatiently deprecates Bianca’s attendance 
on Cassio. 

105 genUemen] Thus the Folios. The Quartos read gentlewoman^ which 
has been defended on the ground that Bianca would be following her 
wounded lover, unless she were restrained by lago. It is almost 
certain that lago is addressing Lodovico and Gratiano. who, now 
that Cassio has been appointed general in Othello’s place, would be 
bound to render him all the assistance in their power, and would only 
stay behind him on his removal, at a very uigent entreii^. Th^ 
do not follow their ^founded chief. lago addresses them again in 
line 109. 

106 gastness] ghastliness, deadly paleness. Cf. Lear, II, i, 55: ’’gasted,” 
t. frightened, made aghast; gastness is the reading of the Folios. 
The Quartos read less intelligibly ieastures. 

109-110 gvilHneis . . . of use] Cf. Hamlet, II, ii, 589-590: '* For murder, 
though it have no tongue, wiU speak With most miraculous orgaa.” 
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Enter Eiolia 

Emil* ’Las, what’s the matter? what’s the matter, 
husband ? 

Iago. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark 
By Roderigo, and felloes that are ’scaped: 

He’s aRnost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good Cassio! 

Iago. This is the fruit of whoring. Prithee, Emilia, 

Go know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night. 

What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supp’d at my house ; but I therefore shake 
not. 

Iago. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me. i*o 
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet ! 

Bian. I am no strumpet; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I ! foh ! fie upon thee ! 

Iago. Kind gentlemen, let ’s go see poor Cassio 
dress’d. 

Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale. 

Emilia, run you to the citadel, 

And tett my lord and lady what hath happ’d! 

Will you go on ? I pray. [Aeide] This is the night 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. [Exeunt. 

117 Oo know . . . to-night] Tliis apparent ignorance of Iago as to where 
Cassb supped is inconsistent with much that has gone before, and 
must be intended to mystify Emilia as to his own share in recent events. 
Cassio at IV, i, 100, supra, tells Iago he intends to sup with Bianca, 
and Iago at IV, ii, 232, supra, arranges with Boderigo to fetch him 
from Bianca's house. 

129 fordoes] ruins, destroy. 
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• ACT V 


SCENE n —A BEDCHAMBER IN THE CASTLE 

DESDEMONA IN BED ASLEEP--A LIGHT 

BURNING 

Enter Othello 

Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, mj soul: 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars! 

It is the cause. Yet I ’ll not shed her blood. 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she must die, else she ’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then put out the light: 

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

1 can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me: but once put out thy light, 

1 It is the cause] Much has been written on the precise meaning of these 
words here. Othello is justifying to himself his design of murdering 
his wife, by laying stress on the heinousness of her offence, which 
demands the sacrifice of her life in the cause of justice. Cf. line 17, 
infra. It is the monstrousness of the crime, he t^ his soul, which is 
the cause uid justification of his terrible act of vengeance. 

£ stare] This epitheteis rarely applied to the stars, though oomnumly 
allied to the moon, who is often identified with Diana, the goddess 
of duurtily. But it is a natural epithet to ap^y to the bright, pure 
stellar light 

5 immumenkd alabaster] alabaster was the ordinary material of monu¬ 
mental tombs. 

7 Pul out . . . %hf] Put out tl» candle, and then put out the l^i of 
life. In Otludlo's excited tmnper the trivial wwds of the first half 
of the line **PuWout the li^t** are invested <m Uieir invoiontafy 
repetition witib a terrible significance. This punctuation is that of 
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Thou cunnmg’st pattern of excelling nature, 

•I know not where is that Promethean heat 
Hiat can fhy light idume. When I have pluck’d the 
rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again. 

It must needs wither: d’ll smell it on the tree. 

{KUnng her* 

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! One more, one more: 

Be thus when thou art dead, and 1 will kill thee. 

And love thee after: one more, and this the last: 

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears: this sorrow *s heavenly; 

It strikes where it doth love. She wakes. 

Des. Who’s there? Othello? 

Oth. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime 


the ^ editions, and many changes have been suggested. Finding 
in his ** Journey from this wi»ld to the has a long and curious 

dissertation on the histrionic effect of the line and its pedantic 
treatment the commentators. 

11 pattern] model. ** 

IS Mume] rdtindle. Thus substantially the Folios. The First Quarto 
reads rsftime and tibe later Quartos trkanMu, Theobald here adds 
the stage direction 8d» down the taper, 
thie »orrow*» heaven^; It etrikee . . . love] this sorrow is 10ce 
the aetion of God. Cf. Hdbmee, xii, 6: **udiom the Lord loveth he 
ehasteneth.** 
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ACT V 


Unrcf'onciled as yet to heaven and grace> 

Solicit for it straight. * , 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? so 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 

I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 

No; heaven forfend! I would< not kill thy soul. 

Talk you of killing? ' 

i/ 'll. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then heaven have mercy on me! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum! 

Des. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal then 
When your eyes roll so: why I should fear I know 
not, 

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death's unnatural that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame: 

These are portents; but yet I hope, I hope. 

They do not point bn me. 

Oth. Peace, and be still I 


31 toalk by] walk apart, aside. 

33 heaven forfend] heaven forbid. 

45 ThcAdeaih'a . . , hviny] Cf.^ick.///,!, ii, 134-185: **It is a quarrel 
most uimatural. To be revenged on him that loveth you.’* 

49 potnf on] refer to, concern. Cf. Jnl. Cees.^ I, ill, 31-32: are 

portentous things*tJnto the climate that they poifU upon/* 
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Deb. I will so. What *8 the matter? 

• Oth. That handkerchief which I so loved and gave 
thee 

Thou g&vest to Cassio. 

Deb. No, by my life and soul! 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjuiy; thou art on thy death*bed. 

Deb. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently: 

Therefore confess thee freely of tliy sin; 

For to deny each article with oath 
• Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Deb. Then Lord have mercy on me! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Deb. And have you mercy too! I never did 
Offend you in my life; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love: I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in's hand. 
O perjured woman! thou dost stone my heart. 

And makest me call what I intend to do 

55 pretently] immediatdj, at once. 

66 heart] Thus all the early editions, save the Fait Quarto which reads 

thy heart 

67-68 makeH . . . aacrifioe] Othello means that what he judges to be 
Desd^auma’s perjury is hardening his heart, and filling bis soul with 
the pitiless rage of a murderer, instead of with the calmness of a 
priest engaged in sacrificial offering, which it was his intention to 
maintain. 
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A murder, which I thought a sacrifice: 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then; 

I never gave it him: send for him hither; 

Let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess’d. 

Des. What, my lord? 

Oth. That he hath used thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He will not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp’d; 

Honest lago hath ta’en order for ’t. 

Des. O, my fear interprets! what, is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas, he is betray’d, and 1 undone! 

Oth. Out, strumpet! weep’st thou for him to my 
face? 

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not! 

Oth. Down, strumpet! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow; let me live to-nig^t! 

Oth. Nay, if yop strive, — 

Des. But half an hour! 

Oth. Being done, there is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer! 

76 htdh ia'm crder for ’{] has ananged. taken the neoessaiy steps, for 
that 

86 Bwng dam . . ^paws] The tesolution being iirevocable, and Uie act 
being practically done, there is no posnbility cl delay. 
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Orfu It is too late. [B0 tHfUit her. 

♦ Emil. My lord, my lord! what, ho! my lord, 

my lord \ 

Oth. What noise is this ? Not dead ? not yet quite 
dead? 

I that ap cruel am yet imerciful; so 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain: 

So, so. 

Emil. \Wiikin] What, ho! my lord, my lord! 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Emil. \Wiihin] O, good my lord, I would speak a 
word with you! 

Oth. Yes: ’tis Emilia. By and by. She’s dead. 

’T is like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death. 

The noise was here. Ha! no more moving ? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? were *t good ? 

I think she stirs again. No. What's best to do? 

If she come in, she ’ll sure speak to my wife: 

My wife! my wife! what wife ? I have no wife, 100 

O, insupportable! O heavy hour! 

Methin^ it should be now a huge eclipse 

87 It is too late] Thu« »11 tiie early editions sav^ the First Quarto, which 
inserts here a cry from Desdemona’s lips, O Lord^ Lordt lard. 

98 So, so] Steevens suggested, and many actors adopt the suggestion, that 
at these words Othello stabs Desdemona, so as to put her out of her 
pain. Nothing in the text justifies this conj^ure. Othello doubt> 
Ibss {msses the pillow down again on Desdemona's face with oonvid- 
sive energy, or perhaps grasps her neck in order to stop her breathing. 
Though a fatal fracture of the larynx seems to be the result, it is not 
hmonsistait with medical experience that she should yet be able to 
gssp out a lew sentences. Sw note on line 180, infra. 
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ACT V 


Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. ' 

Emil. \Wiihin] I do beseech you 

#rhat I may speak with you, O, good my lord! 

^ Oth. I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia. 

Soft; by and by. Let me the curtains draw<j 
Where art thou ? [Unlocks the door. 

Enter Emilia 

What’s the matter with thee now.^* ^ 
Emil. O, my good lord, yonder’s foul murders done! 
Oth. What, now.^ no 

Emil. But now, my lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the moon; 

She comes more nearer earth than she was wont 
And makes men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, hath kill’d a young Venetian 
Call’d Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill’d! 

And Cassio kill’d! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ! tlien murder’s out of tune. 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d ! 

104 Should yawn at alteration] Should be riven asunder under stress of 
catastrophic revolution. **Yawn** is used as in ‘"yawning chasm.** 

112 the very error] the mere deviation of the moon from its true course. 
I^unacy, as the word implies, was supposed to be due to irregular 
movemoits of the moon. 

120 0, falsdy, . . ^ murder'd.'] Much has been written on the impossi¬ 
bility of Desdemona speaking these lines and of the lines 125,127,11% 
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Emil. Alas, what ciy is that ? 

Oth. That! what? i*i 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady’s voice. 

Help! help, ho! help! O lady, speak again! 

Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak! 

Des. a guiltless deatfi I die. 

Emil. O, who hath done this deed ? 

Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell: 

Commend me to my kind lord: O, farewell! [Dwa, 
Oth. Why, how should she be murder’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I. iso 
Emil. She said so: I must needs report the truth. 
Oth. She *s like a liar gone to burning hell: 

’T was I that kill’d her. 

Emil. O, the more angel she, 

And you the blacker devil! 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 

Oth. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as hre, to say 

That shm was false: O, she was heavenly true! 

Oth. Cassio did top her; ask thy* husband else. 

0,1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, i40 


subsequently assigned to her, after Othello's strangulation of her. 
1^1 a momentaiy revival before actual death is not impossible from 
a medical point of view. See note on line 92. supra. 

18S Ae more angd 8ke\ Thus Emilia pays tribute to Desdemona's dying 
faisdiood. 

18S /oBy] lasctviousnesB, immoral indulgence. 
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But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 

Emil. My husband! 

^ Oth. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock? 

Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she beei^ true, 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

I ’Id not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband! 

Oth. Ay, ’t was he that told me ^t: 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime i5l 

That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. My husband! 

Oth. What needs this iteration, woman ? I say thy 
husband. 

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mocks with 
love! 

My husband say that she was false! 

Oth. He, woman; 

I say thy husband: dost understand the word ? 

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago.« 

Emil. If he say« so, may his pernicious»soul 

148 ehry^iie] a rare kind of topax or jasper, siud to be of a greoti^ hue. 
15S iteration] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read itterance, which im¬ 
proves the metre. For the form ^‘ittcrancc” or “iterance,” cf. the 
Folio reading Reprobance at line 212, in/ra, where the First Quarto 
reads Repn^xjHon. 

154-157 O fnistresi . . . honed logo] These lines are mnitted from the 
First Quarto. 

154 xiUany . . . love] >*iilanjr has tdkoi advantage of or played tricks 
with love. 
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Rot h^f a gram a day! he lies to the heart: 

She was too fond of her most filthy barg^n. i90 

Oth. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst: 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 
Than thpu wast worthy*her. 

Oth. Peace, you were best, 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 
As I have to be hurt. O gull! O dolt! 

As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed — 

I care not for thy sword; I ’ll make thee known. 

Though I lost twenty lives. Help! help, ho! help! 

The Moor hath kill’d my mistress! Murder! murder! no 

Enter Montano, Geatiano, Iago, and others 

Mon. What is the matter ? How now, general! 

Emil. O, are you come, Iago ? you have done well, 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a man: 

He says thou told’st him that his wife was false: 

I know ^ou didst not, thou ’rt not such a villain. 

Speak, for my heart is full. « 

Iago. I told him what 1 thought, and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. iso 

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false? 

Iago. 1 did. 

les As I have to be Auif] As 1 have (the power) to endure any hurt you 
can inflict on me. 

ISO 4^] to tim purpose, accurate. 
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ACT ▼ 


Emil. You told a lie, an odious, damned lie;^ 

Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie! 

She false with Cassio! Did you say with Cassio ? 

Iago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm your 
tongue. 

Emil. I will not charm my‘tongue; I am ^und to 
speak: 

My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed, — 

All. O heavens forfend I 

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on, 190 
Oth. Nay, stare not, masters: it is true indeed. 

Gra. *T is a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act! 

Emil. Villany, villany, villany! 

I think upon’t : I think : I smell't: O villany! 

I thought so then : I ’ll kill myself for grief: 

O villany, villany! 

Iago. What, are you mad? I char^ you, get you 
home. 

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak; 
’T is proper I obey him, but not now. 

Perchance, Iago, I wdll ne’er go home. *oo 

Oth. O I O ! O,! [Falling on the bed, 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar; 


186 charm your silence your tongue, put your tongue under a 

spell of silence. 

188-196 Mg muiresB . . . O villany^ villany /] These lines are omitted 
from the First Quarto. 

18S I tkoitghi 90 then] When Emilia gave the handkerchief to Iago, slie 
suspected hemronted it for no honest purpose. See 111, Hi, 820, supro. 
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For thou hast kill’d the sweetest iimooent 
That e’er did lift up eye. 

Oth. O, she was foul! 

1 scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your niece, 
Whose breath inde^ these hands have newly stopp’d; 

I know ^s act shows horrible and gnm. ^ 

Gra. roor Desdemona! I am glad thy father’s dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now. 

This sight would make him do a desperate turn, tio 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. ’T is pitiful; but yet lago knows 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed; Cassio confess’d it: 

And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her; I saw it in his hand: 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 


208 mortal deadly, fatid. 

211 eurs 0 his better angel from his side] Cf. Sonmd cxliv, 5-6: *'my female 
evil Tempteth my bdter angd from my side.” 

212 to reprobation] into eternal perdition. Thus the Quartos, The 
Folios read to Reprobance. ^th terms are familiar in Calvinistic 
the(dogy, and tlwir significance survives in the oolloquid term ^'repro> 
bate.*' For the forms **reprobance” and**'reprobation” cf. the Folb 
reading iUenmce and the Quarto reading iteration at line 153, supra. 

216 g^f^fy] show gratitude for, reward. 

217 reoogniatanoe] recognition, acknowledgment. 

218-220 It was . . • my mother] See note cn m, iv, supra, where 

[ 168 ] 



OTHELLO 


^ jkerir 


Emil. O heaven! O heavenly powers! 

Iago. ’Zounds I hold your peace. i 

Emil. ’T will out, ’t will out I peace! 

No, 1 will speak as liberal as the north: 

Let heaven and men and devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry shame against me,<'yet I’ll s|>eak. ^ ' 

Iago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil. I will not. 

[Iago offers to stab Emilia, 

CrRA. Fie! 

Your sword upon a woman! 

Emil. Q thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thou 
speak’st of 

I found by fortune and did give my husband; 

For often with a solemn earnestness, *so 

More than indeed belong’d to such a triBe, 

He begg’d of me to steal it. 

Iago. Villanous whore! 

Emil. She give it Cassio! no, alas, I found it. 

And I did give’t my husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou liest! 

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen. 

O murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife? 


Othdlo pves another account of the early history of the haodker^ief, 
where it is stated that on “Egyptian charmer’* gave it his mc^er. 

228 libmd as the north] as free and as unrestrained as a blast of the north 
wind. AU the early editicms read north, save the First Quarto, whidi 
has 0 ^. Cf. Cymh., I, iii, S6-S7: “And, like the tyrannous breath¬ 
ing cl the nogtkt Shakes aU our buds from growing.”. 

[164] 


p OTHELLO 


Ora. Are there no stones in heaven 

But what serve for the thunder? Predous villain! 

[He rune at logo: logo, from hefmdt ttobt Emilia, and oaeii. 

Gra. The woman falls: sure, he hath kill’d his wife. 

Emil. Ay, ay : O, lay me by my mistress* side. mo 

Gra. He*s gone, but*his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon.* ’T is a notorious villdn. Take you this 
weapon, 

Which I have here recover’d from the Moor: 

Come, guard the door without; let him not pass, 

But kill him rather. I’ll after that same villain. 

For ’t is a damned slave. [Exeunt all but Othello and Emilia. 

0th. I am not valiant neither. 

But every puny whipster gets my sword. 

But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? I will play the swan, mo 

SS7H138 Are there no donee . . . thunder] Can heaven not spare one bdt 
for this villain ? is it all needed for thunder? Cf. Jtd. Cm.t T, iii, 49, 
"‘the thunderstone’* [t. e., thunderbolt], and Cynih., IV, ii, 272, 

“ the all'dreaded thunder^done.” 

2S8 Prec^kut] Thus all the old editions, save the Second and Third 
Quartos, which read pemitioue. * 

£42 notorioua] colloquially used much like “e^gious” or “outrageous.” 

Cf. IV, ii, 141, supra. 

£47 whipder] “whipper-snapper; ” a term of contempt. 

£48 honour . . . honedg] C^ello b thinking of hb own valour and hb 
wife's proven <^a8tity. 

iilMtSl What did .. . vfiJiow] Ihe Pint Quarto omits these lines. 

£50 J ioill play the mm] The ancient superstition that the swan sings 
lor the first time in death b constantly noticed 1^ classical writers 
and by nxteenth-oentuiy £n|^ish poets, ^utkespeare meaUcHUi it 
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ACT V 


And die in music. [Smging\ Willow, willow, wfflow. 

Moor, she was chaste; she loved thee, cruel Moc»; 

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true; 

So speaking as 1 think, I die, I die. [Dies, 

Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber; 

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-4>rook’s temper.^— 

O, here it is. Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Within] If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear: 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me then, and speak with me, va 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold, I have a weapon; 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh: I have seen the day 
That with this little arm and this good sword 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop: but, O vain boast! 

Who can control his fate ? ’t is not so now. 

* 

many times. Cf. Meie^. of Ken., Ill, ii, 44rA5: '*he makes a swan¬ 
like end Fading in music.** 

256 It is a sword of Spain . . . temper] Hie best swords came from 
Spain, and more especially from Bilboa or Toledo. The steel blades 
were tempered by plunging the steel while it was red-hot into ioe-cold 
water. Martial {Epigrams^ Bk. i, 49, 12, and iv, 55, 15) m^tknis 
that the icy-cold temperature of the Spanish river Xalon effectivi^ 
tempered sted if it were plunged 'into it when it was red-hot 
261 ndbsd] sc. of arms, unarmed. 

267 your Stop] your power of resistance. 
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Be not afraid, though you do see me weapou’d; 

* Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt *ro 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay’d? ’t is a lost fear; 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast. 

And he retires. should Othello go? 

Now, now dost thou look now ? O ill-starr’d wench! 
Pale as thy smock I when we shall meet at compt, 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl! 

Even like thy chastity. O cursed slave! 

Whip me, ye devils, «80 

From the possession of this heavenly sight! 

Blow me about in winds! roast me in sulphur! 

Wash me in steep-down.gulfs of liquid fire! 

O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead! 

Oh! Oh! Oh! 


960-275] Be fwt , wenchf] The First Quarto omits these lines. 

970 buU] goal, target of an archer. 

971 eeei-mark] beacon at sea; cf. Cor., V, iii, 74: *'Like a great eea^^nark*^ 

979 lost] useless, profitless. 

973 if OH but a rusk] Direct or aim so weak a weapon as a reed or rush. 

975 wench] often used as a term of endeamsmt. 

976 at compt] at the daj of reckoning or judgment. 

989 Blow . . . winds] Cf. Claudio’s speech in Meas. jor Meas., Ill, i, 
195-197: **To be impiison’d in the viewless winds And blown with 
resUess violence round about The pendent world.** 

984-985 O Desdemonat . . . OhI OhI Qhf] Thus subitantiaUy the 
Quartos. The First Folio reads. Oh Desdemonl dead Desdemon: 
dead, Ohl oh! The Second Folio has dead dead for the second 
dead. The Third and Fourth Folios accept this last reading, but 
substitute Desdemona for Desdemon. 
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Erder Lodovioo, Montano, Cabsio carried in a chair, oM 
Officers with Iago, prisoner 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man F 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello: here I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 
Oth. I look down towards his feet; but tUkt’s a 
fable. 

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 990 

\Wownd6 Iago. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

Iago. I bleed, sir, but not kill’d. 

Oth. I am not sorry neither: I ’Id have thee live; 
For, in my sense, ’t is happiness to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once so good, 

Fall’n in the practice of a damned slave. 

What shall be said to thee? 

Oth. Why, any thing: 

An honourable murderer, if you will; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confess’d his villany: 

Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death ? soo 

Oth. Ay. ’ 

Cas. Dear generaF, I never gave you cause. 

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 
Why he hath tlius ensnared my soul and body ? 

88d / look down . . . fable] a ref^^nce to the stoiy that the Deni has 
cloven feet. 

290 I camui kiU thar] a reference to the bdief that devils are immortaL 
89S practice] treadierous plot. 
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Demand me nothing; what you know, you 
know: 

From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What, not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth» Well, thou dc^t best. 

Lod.* Sir, you shall understand what hath befalFn, sio 
Which, as 1 think, you know not. Here is a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo, 

And here anodier: the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

Oth. O villain! 

Gas. Most heathenish and most gross! 

Lod. Now here’s another discontented paper, 

Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain; 

But that, belike, lago in the interim Sieo 

Came in and satisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff! 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That fv'as my wife’s ? 

Cas. I found it ip, my chamber: 

And he himself confess’d but even now 
That there he dropp’d it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. O fool I fool! fool! 

Cab. There is besides in Rodengo’s letter. 

How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
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That I was cast: and even but now he spake ^ 

After long seeming dead, lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us: 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, < 

If there be any cunning cruelty ' 

That can torment him much and hold him long. 

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest. 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 

To the Venetian state. Come, bring away. S40 

Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know’t. 

No more of that. I pray you, in your letters 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate. 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak 
Of one that loved not wisely but too well; 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought. 

Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand. 

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away S50 


SSO ccu<] dismissed. Cf. 150, supra. 

S4S-349 but .. . extreme] but on« who being wrought upon or indted 
to suspicioii is distracted to despair. 

850 JMce boMt Indian . . . pearl away] Alt the early editions read 
Indian here, except the First Folio, which has Iudean. No satisfactory 
explaoaticHi of the First Fdio reading, whidh ruins the metre, has been 
given, and it may reasonaUy be treated as a misprint. References to 
the indifference of American Indians to the value of precious stones 
and gold abound in Elixabethan literature. Cf. Nadie*s Pierce Peni- 
Ueee (150S, od. McKerrow, Vol. I, p. 241); **like the Indians, that 
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Bidifr l^an M his tribe; of one whose subdued eyes, 
^brit unused to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down diis; 

And say besides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where § malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 

1 took by the throat the circumcised dog 

And smote him, thus. [8tah» kifn9elf. 

Lod. O bloody period! 

Gra. All that’s spoke is marr’d. soo 

haue store of gold and pretious stones at command, yet are ignorant 
of thw value,” and Drayton’s Legend of Matilda (EnglatuVs Heroical 
Epistles); ”tke wretched Indian spurns the golden ore.” 

86S-S54 the Arabian tree* . . . gum] apparently the Arabian acacia tree, 
which exudes what is known as ”gum-arabic.” llie process of exu¬ 
dation was said to be confined to the night. Cf Greene’s Mourning 
Garment [1590] (worics, ed. Grosart, Vol. IX, p. 139): "The Arabic^ 
tree that yields no gum but in the darke night.” Othello’s ” Aratnan 
trees ” are quite distmct from the ”one tree” in “Arabia” (Temp,, 
m, iii, 2S-^) which seems to be the palm ; cf. The Phoenix and 
the Turtle, line £: “the sole Arednan tree.” 

S54 medidnaH] Thus the Quartos. The Folios read MedicinaUe, which 
isiu^ by Shakespeare in four other places in the sense of “medidi- 
nal.” Cf. Mutdi Ado, 11, ii, 5, Troil. and Vress., I, iii, 91, 111, iii, 44, 
Cymb., in, ii, 33. 

855 Aleppo] The Venetians had special trading privileges in Aleppo and 
were frequait visitors there. 

857 the slate] the V«ietiaa republic. 

858-350 / look . . . smote Atm] A bold act, ioir immediate death was 
the punishment of a Christian who struck a Turk in Turkuh 
kerritoiy. 

860 Ml that*s . . . marr*d] Words are inc^mble of describing the honor 
el the scene. 
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Oth. 1 kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee: no 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Falla am tka itai 

Cab. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapwf 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. [To logo] O Spartan dog. 

More fell than anguish, hungeif or the sea! 

Look on the tragic loading of this bed; 

This is thy work: the object poisons sight; 

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house, 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed on you. To you, lord governor, aro 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain. 

The time, the place, the torture: O, enforce it! 

Myself will straight aboard, and to the state 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt. 


SS4 ffreat of heart"] of great courage. 

Spartan dog] Spartan hounds were noted for their savage pertinaci^ 
in pursuing their prey. 

568 keep the houee] set guard upon the house. 

369 seize upon] take legal possession of. 

571 cenaure] judgment. 

574 kwoy] sorrowful. 
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